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lllf ClCOinC Beat editorial note readers! We are very 
proud of this week's hard-hitting issue, we do hope you feel 
the knowledge our many writers ^te showcasing to The 
Beat world this week. Oh you will, especially you editorial 
note te^Aet%, 

As many of you already know, the first book ever from 
The Beat Within has been published and is about to be 
officially released to the public (April 19). it's not a book of 
our best writing, but of our best art. 

Called, illustrations From The inside: The Beat Within, 
(published by Mark Batty Publisher in New York), the 
book is already receiving tskMe notices wherever it's been 
reviewed, even before its official release date. We're even 
expecting a revieiv from our oivn ^sin Francisco Chronicle 
soon! The book will probably start showing up in book 
stores 9k% early 9k% next week (the first week in April), and 
we hope to promote it through stories like the one that the 
Chronicle will do, and other events around the city. 

We want to share a few quotes from some of the reviews 
that have already appeared, including giving you links to 
the web sites of those magazines that have such links so 
that, if you have access to a computer, you can read the 
entire review and not just the excerpts we've quoted. Here 
Site some: 

While not yet on their web site. The March/April issue 
of STEP magazine ("iNSiDE DESIGN") reviews the book in 
glowing terms, including the following description: 

"illustrations From The inside provides a fascinating 
glimpse into the juvenile justice system and the young 
people housed there, it also %erMe% as a powerful reminder 
of he impact that having an artistic outlet can make, 
particularly during the tumultuous times of youth. While all 
of this book's contributors weren't able to leave their lives 
of crime behind, the reader is brought t ivonder ivhat might 
have been, if only those minors had learned earlier on that 
words and images can be more powerful than weapons." 

Excerpts from other revieivs and their iveb links folloiv: 

"Remarkable for its execution, compelling in terms of 
content and chock-full of varied imagery, from Homer 
Simpson to extravagant, mural worthy scenes, illustrations 
from the inside humanizes these juveniles in a way that 
the penal system resists." 

http://iMfiMfiMf.dexigner.com/design_neiMfs/illustrations-from- 
the-inside-the-beat-within.html 

"Many images commonly used in prison drawing (like 
clowns, women, or Aztec warriors) serve as direct metaphors 
to express cultural values, issues, and frustrations, which 
makes for fascinating vieiMfing. Although jail isn't usually 
known for its artistic endeavors, illustrations from the 
inside: The Beat Within casts some much needed light on 
the beauty that can be fostered within concrete walls, and 
proves that prisons can generate creativity in the most 
unlikely of places." 

http://iMfiMfw.juxtapoz.com/index.php?option=content&task 
=vieiMf&id=2696 

"...images from illustrations from the inside capture that 
central theme of 'toughness' projected against the search 
for another lifestyle. Pencil sketches of clown faces ~ a 
reoccurring motif in Latino gang culture representing 
stoicism and masculinity ~ peer out from the pages, with 
grimaces that seem poised to burst. One clown image that 
bears a smile and eyes full of stylized tears reads: "Smile 
Now, Cry Later." Another clown face, mouth gaping in a 
garish scream with eyes dripping tears, accosts the reader 
with the caption: Take it All Away.' 
http://iMfiMfiMf.iMfiretapmag.org/race/43450/ 



"All of the drawings are exceptionally good; these people 
certainly have an artistic flair...i only wish i could draw 
like they do! i particularly liked the drawing by Nguyen 
Dat who drew this as a juvenile offender in the Corcoran 
State prison in California, it depicts a bird sitting on a large 
key, with huge tear drops in its eyes which is perhaps a 
reflection of being trapped and unable to get out, unable 
to be free but he knows that at the end there will be a key 
to let him out." 

http://iMfiMfiMf.bookpleasures.eom/Lore2/idx/0/3337/article/ 

We are very proud of all our contributors, whether they 
write or draw, and we promise that soon, there will be 
another book of the best iMfriting from The Beat Within. This 
book is the first that puts us on the map, giving us national 
attention and a new audience, so we're particularly grateful 
to the incredible artists who have graced our pages from 
the very beginning, and who continue to do so today. This 
issue is dedicated to you! 

Moving right along, here's this week's topics that were 
discussed prior to the writing that is so proudly showcased 
this week. 

The first topic, the very popular, "Fits Or Hood?" - One 
of our Beat colleagues was riding the bus through a housing 
project one day, where many of the homes looked pretty 
run down. At the same time, he saw an incredible number 
of Escalades, impalas, etc. sitting on 20-inch rims and 
folks wearing really expensive fits. So it got us wondering: 
What's more important to you, being fitted everyday and 
driving a nice car, or living in a safe neighborhood in a nice 
home? Fits or hood? Give us your insight. 

Our second topic, the thoughtful, "Writing A Letter To 
Your Young Self" - Do you remember iMfhen you iMfere really 
young, maybe five or six years old, and some things about 
life, about people, confused, scared and/or overwhelmed 
you? Maybe you had someone you trusted to talk to, or 
maybe you didn't. But now that you're almost grown. The 
Beat would like you to write a letter to the young child 
you once were. What could you teach that child about how 
to manage life? What advice would you give about the 
obstacles in your path? How would the good or messed-up 
decisions you've made help you guide your young self to 
avoid some of those mistakes? What's the most important 
thing you wish someone had told you at that age? 

Last but not least, the equally popular, "Coming Bade/ 
Never Coming Back" - Why is it so hard to get out of the 
system? Many proclaim each week that once they get out of 
the hall they are never coming back, yet in due time, they 
find themselves incarcerated again and again, either for a 
violation or a new charge. From your first hand experience 
or from what you observed, explain in detail why it is so 
hard to get out of the criminal justice system? On another 
note, tell us what does it take to be successful 

Ok friends, there's plenty going on, we can't keep up 
with the demand, but we are trying, so your patience means 
plenty. By the way, next month, in late April, The Beat will 
be traveling to NeiMf Mexico aka The Land Of Enchantment, 
to meet our colleague Steve Serna, who has been bleeding 
The Beat in his respected county, Bernalillo County for the 
last year. We so look forward to finally meeting Steve in 
person, and meeting all the young writers who step up 
huge each and every week. Upon our return home, we get 
a day to recuperate, then off we go to Washington DC to 
hook up with our old friend, David Muhammad, who was a 
long time Beat facilitator in Alameda County Juvenile Hall, 
to start our newest and very exciting partnership with the 
young people in their detention facility. 

Until then, we'll take it one day at a time, and of course 
we will see you all next week, so enjoy the latest issue, it 
has enough knowledge for all of us. Read on! 
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THe BeStt Within, a weekly newsletter of writing ar 
incarcerated youth, is published by Pacific News Service. 

At The Beat Within, we go through a lot of trouble to censor 
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The Beat Within publishes the opinions and views expressed by tl 
in our workshops. This is simply the pure voice of the youth. T 
read do not necessarily reflect those of the publisher, editor or sl 
are reserved. Nothing from this publication can be reproduced wit 
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My Life 



Y'all suckas couldn't live my life 'cause y'all ain't 
thoroughbred like me. I don't know 'bout who y'all hang 
with, but me and my dunnies live this life by force. We try 
to leave this shhh, but always get sucked back in. 

I love my ninjas like family just 'cause of the simple 
fact we in this shhh together, you feel me? We try to find 
a way out like rappin'. My young ninja was doin' his thing 
in magazines all ova My Space, but now my ninjas sittin' 
in 850 'cause he had some drugs on him, robbin' people. 

Hella the young locked up all basically fo' the same 
shhh — robbery, armed robbery. It's this money that got 
me and my ninjas head gone. But at the same time, it's 
still on our shouldas. Hatas try to hate all the time, but 
my boys is ready fo' whateva, especially me. I been doin' 
this hot shhh fo' too long though. I got a female in my 
life that I know fo' years that be tryin' to keep me out 
this shhh, but it's all I know. But I love her 'til the death 
of me, 'cause she the only one really tryin' to change my 
lifestyle. 

But sometimes, I don't agree with what she be sayin' 
and that's how I ended up in here with hardly a way out. 
I was doin' good. Got out Glen Mills, got off probation 
and all the shhh. But didn't have a job, so I went back to 
what I knew best, that hot shhh. But the ninja I was with 
wasn't even from where I was from. I could've let him get 
caught with me, but I stopped to let him out 'cause I'm a 
real ninja. But him bein' a fake ninja, I ain't got shhh from 
him sayin' good lookin' or nothin'. 

But this shhh we call a game is changing. People 
smoking crack with the people that gave birth to them. 
That ain't neva gone be accepted on my block. Yeah, 
ninjas is hustling, but I ain't gone knock the next ninja 
hustle if I don't get a better option for him 'cause I can 
leave the block. But I'm constantly watchin' behind me 
'cause certain ninjas hate the fact of who or where I be 
at, and when I leave the block, eight times out of ten I got 
somethin' with me 'cause I ain't gone let nobody take me 
off this earth, ninja on e'rythang, and my body intimidate 
most ninjas. 

I'll go ones with a ninja, but that shhh been do. Let 
me the hell go so I can do my thang. All my ninjas stay up, 
and e'rybody else stop hatin' on yo' boy Cam Baby 'cause 
I'm the realest ninja in it, so forget how you feel. 

-Young Dunny, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a very comprehensive iooic at how you got here 
and why you find yourself unable to make it without coming back. 
We really appreciate you putting it all down sk% well sk% you have (even 
though, at the end, you fall back on some of that old routine that's 
so tiring.) The real tragedy is that you describe going back to what 
you "knew best," but there's something else you also know best, and 
that's what it's like to live behind walls, wearing another boy's drawe's, 
taking orders from strangers, and doing what you're told. There must 
be another way! You know that nobody is going to let you go just to 
go back doing what you do. And that "somethin'" you carry with you 
only gives you the illusion of protection, not the reality (which is why 
so many young black men in the 'hood never get out of their teens...) 
You say you went back to your old life because you didn't have a job. 
What could help you most out of that dilemma? Getting your education? 
Having a training program? Getting a regular salary? Or is the amount 
of money you think you need? What we're trying to say is that "what 
you know best" hasn't served you very well, unless you like being locked 
up because here you are again. Why not write a piece sk% long and sk% 
complete sk% this one outlining all the ways you could be helped to get 
that job in order to stop dong what you know best. 
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I Won't Settle For Defeat 



Life is like an obstacle. It puts you through these 
struggles, 'cause sex, money, drugs and cars is what 
make the world go 'round. Youngsters get caught up in 
a so-called beef, which leads to two things: jail or bein' 
buried six feet underneath. People in the streets feel like 
they can't get out, but it's where they got to be — on the 
corner slangin' drugs, smokin' weed, or poppin' ecstasy 
— 'cause that's what they taught to be. 

But not me. I'ma come out on top. I refuse to settle 
fo' defeat. When I'm on the outs, I feel so free, but when 
I'm on lockdown, I just read, eat, and think about how to 
make my life better so I won't come back and stay on the 
outs where it's free. 

-Damika, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We appreciate your attitude about succeeding, and the 
fact that you express it so well. When you're locked up, what are the 
things you think about for making sure this is the last time you have to 
lose control of your life? Refusing to settle for defeat is a great attitude, 
sk% long sk% it doesn't lead to short cuts that have unpredictable and 
often negative consequences. Whatever you did to get here you now 
know you can't do without the same thing happening to you again. So 
what changes are you going to make when you touch down? 



To The Yooogster I Was 



If I was young again, I'd be my own best friend to direct, 
counsel, and guide me through the dark hole some call 
life. 

Changes happen at the speed of thought so make 
thoughts count for what they are worth. 

Most people will think their past over but refuse to 
accept the future. 

If I had that opportunity then I would be open to what 
is to come. Most of my life has not been easy, so I would 
tell my younger self to be in control of his anger, and 
think over every action very carefully as if he were in a 
chess game. 

The reason I say that is because when I was younger 
that was my favorite game, I should have took it like chess 
because it takes a lot of thought to play the game. Just as 
it should in life. 

- Nathaniel, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: We at the Beat are not sure why or how long you have 
been in detention, but it sounds like you have had some time to think 
about "the here and now". What you speak of is true, think before 
you act and always make sure "you" skte in control of your actions not 
something else like drugs or alcohol. 



My Hero, My Shero 



My little sister is my hero. The reason why she's my hero 
is because I'm her hero. 

I'm her role model and she looks up to me. I been 
mean to her in the past but now I look at how I treated 
her. She just needed my attention since my father wasn't 
around. 

Now I'm gonna give her the attention and love she 
needed but first I have to get released. 

I really love my little sister and I know for sure she 
loves me. I feel bad because what kind of role model am I, 
coming back and forth to jail? But all that's gonna change. 
When I get released I'm gonna be the big brother I should 
have been. I love you Lula. That's her name. 

-Rene, Alameda 

From The Beat: That's great that you view your little sister sk% your hero. 
She gives you the motivation you need to do the right things. You're not 
a bad brother, you're a great brother. You made a few bad decisions and 
unfortunately you landed in here. And you can't make up for the time 
that you lost on just being locked up. But learn from your mistakes and 
stay determined on being that great person that you are. Stay focused 
and don't let anything distract you from doing what you need to do to 
stay out of trouble and take care of your sister. 
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Never Coming Back 



It is hard to get out of the system because when you do a lot 
of bad stuff and you get caught up with a lot of charges, then 
you get a lot of time and you're stuck in here. And if you get 
in trouble while in here, then more time is added. But like my 
roommate, he's in here for something he didn't do because 
he was with the wrong people at the time. 

A lot of people say, "I ain't coming back." That's what 
everyone here said, but they've been here multiple times 
and it doesn't seem like they wanna change. I've talked to 
most people and they don't wanna change. They don't get it 
because all their evil ways, they don't wanna give them up. 
But we all gotta give them up one day, so better do it now 
before you're locked up behind 30-foot walls and in the pen 
for life. 

It is hard to get out of the system because if you've been 
in here a lot and you wanna change and you need a chance, 
the judge, PO, etc. nobody's gonna give you it because they've 
given you so much chances. They don't believe you, so it will 
be harder to convince them after all your other mistakes, and 
it'll be harder for them to let you go. 

What it takes to be successful and to be free to me is 
giving up all your evil ways, all the bad stuff you do, whether 
banging or not, or drinking, smoking or hurting people, or 
putting in work for your 'hood. Giving up all this for your 
family, your kids and your wife — if you have a good legal 
job and you're getting money, coming home to kids and 
your wife, seeing your family gathering, not being locked up, 
having freedom — is the good life. I know if I don't wanna 
come back here, I gotta stop what I do. I gotta give up all the 
bad stuff. I wanna change, but I don't know and don't think I 
can. Doing what I do is all I know, so if I give up my old ways, 
then what do I do now? 

It's my first time in here; already I wanna get out of here. I 
ain't coming back here. There's nothing in here for anybody. 
This ain't a place for anybody I know. I don't want my family 
to suffer 'cause I can't do nothing in here. If you like losing 
your freedom and keep coming here, not being with your 
family, and you don't wanna change, then we'll see where 
these peoples go. But me, I'm not coming back. Even if I gotta 
give up something, I will 

-Vincent, Alameda 
From The Beat: You have a keen ability to observe the reality around 
you, and to draw very important conclusions for your own future. You 
are so right, Vincent, ivhen you ivrite: "I know if I don't vtsknnsk come 
back here, i gotta stop what i do." This is a profound truth, though 
many think they can keep doing what they do without facing the same 
or even worse consequences. But just wanting to change is not enough. 
You also need help. Asking for help is not a weakness, Vincent, but a 
strength, it^ a way to acknowledge that we are all connected, and that 
there will be times when we reach out to give help and times when we 
reach out to get help. If all you know are things that lead you to lose 
your precious freedom (and that future of family and work and wife and 
kids that you describe so beautifully), then you must learn other things. 
There are people and programs that exist to help you do just that. Show 
this wonderful piece of writing to your PO (and even the judge), and 
explain that you want help to replace your old ways with new ones. 
Explain that you want to be in school (you're much too smart not to 
finish school) to expand your knowledge, and to learn a trade that can 
help you make a legitimate living. Explain that you don't want to keep 
doing what you've been doing, and see where that explanation leads 
you. If there's anything The Beat can do to help you, please ask. 



Writing A Letter To Lii' IVIe 

Little Sean go to school, 

treat your mother right and listen to simple warnings 

or one day when you're sixteen 

you will land yourself in juvenile hall. 

Your mother stressing 

trying to go to work, 

help your brother and watch over you at the same time. 

So heed your mother and watch out for the family okay. 

If you don't one day you'll regret it. 

-Sean, Alameda 

From The Beat: That^ good letter to write to yourself. Do you think if 
someone would have actually wrote you a letter like this when you were 
younger, you would have listened? How about if you would have wrote 
a letter to yourself now? What^ stopping you from helping out your 
family besides the obvious reason that you're locked up? 



Tiie Addiction Of Materiaiism 

Materialism is a very addictive illusion, 

but a more potent product of materialism is the glamour, 

and the thing's and feeling's that money and material things bring. 

A lot of younger teen's get sucked up into bubble gum dreams 

wanting to be like old time white gangsters 

such as Al Capone, Lucky Luciano, John Gotti and so on. 

The Escalades, the Mercedes, and the scraper's on dubs are 

cool things to own just like the jewels and [having] females 

and some rack's in your pocket pero. 

That ain't all I would risk my life and liberty for, 

especially in this White man's system 

where I could loose by any means. 

I would rather make my money intelligently, and stack up, 

put some in the bank rather then spend it on shhh 

I could buy when I have enough money stacked. 

As far as the neighborhood, I wouldn't care where I live. 

As long as no one messes with me I wont face no 25 

with an L. 

-Grumpy, Alameda 

From The Beat: You're on point about people falling for the illusion Ma- 
terialism has cast over the eyes of the world. As for working hard and 
not sacrificing your freedom to obtain the material things people are 
fighting and dying over nowadays you're on point sk% well. You have a 
bright mind. Don't waste it sitting behind those walls. It aint all on the 
"white man" at this point... it's all on you! Get out of there and stand 
up. 



Stay Ifl The Hail 



What's up Beat? How are y'all doing? Me, I'm doing cool 
but I'm going to be better when I get out but anyways I'm 
gone be writing about my stay this time in the hall this 
following time between 1/23/08 to 3/4/08. 

My stay here was kinda hard but it was cool. Now 
I know because I'm working now everyday but before 
I got on this program called top citizen were you get a 
lot of extra thing like phone calls, extra food, stay out 
longer then everybody else get a lot more then a plain 
old detainee and that's cool. But anyways, I had been 
in another unit and I tried to make top citizen but I got 
kicked out of class a few times. 

So I tried it again and then finally got on and I was 
on for about three days until I was working. One day in 
the morning I was putting some books away and then 
someone put a pencil under my door. Then it got me 
kicked off top citizen. Then I had to wait until next week 
then I got back on, and I've been on ever since working 
everyday for about a week in a half. It's cool but it would 
be better if I was out at my group home so lets get to 
that. 

My PO said that she was going to send me to Vallejo 
and then she went on vacation for a week and when she 
came back my PO was changed to another one. 

To make a long story short now, they're trying to send 
me farther away to a place I don't even know where it is. I 
asked her where is it at? And she told me she don't know 
where it's at, but I'm just trying to get my program over 
with so I can be free. 

I don't want to worry about the police watching me, 
or my P.O looking for me, or police kicking my door in for 
me. It ain't worth it anymore. 

Well Beat that's my story hope you like it thank you. 

-Derik, Alameda 

From The Beat: Well you have a wonderful story to tell u% with 
a wonderful moral. Do what you need to do to get out the system. 
You can't run, you can't hide, you just have to man up and face the 
consequences. You're doing stn extremely good job and we see that you 
don't want to worry about no police. Do what you need to do so you can 
move on with your life and not have to deal with none of this drama/ 
system anymore. 
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Life Is Hard 



Life is hard, did you know that Beat? The reason why I do 
what I do 'cause life is hard. I started doing bad, robbing 
people, and getting money illegally. I did that to make life 
easier, 'cause it's hard, you dig? 

It ain't like I can always ask my mom for money when 
she's the only parent supporting five children. I don't ask 
her for money 'cause I know she needs it to pay the bills and 
support my other brothers and sisters. So I just go out and 
get my own money to survive, to eat, to stay fresh. But I never 
let my moms know about my money or how I get it because 
it's gonna hurt her, and she gonna be asking me question 
that I don't wanna answer. 

I don't like what I do, but I ain't gone say that I gotta do 
it 'cause I don't. But I do it 'cause it make life easier, you 
feel me? In life it's hard to get a job. That's why we sell that 
work and rob people, just to have money in our pockets. I 
don't think it is our fault that we do what we do. I think it's 
the government fault 'cause they're the one making life hard 
by making it hard for people to get a job and making more 
penitentiaries than they make schools. 

I'm telling y'all man, life is hard in this place, so to make 
things more easier I do anything to survive. Well that's all I 
gotta say, I'm out. 

-Lil' Canon F Ryhda, San Francisco 
From The Beat: We truly appreciate the honesty in this piece, Lif Canon. 
We don't necessarily agree with all your conclusions, but they are based 
on your experience, and you express them very well. We agree that the 
government has failed to live up to its responsibility to "promote the 
general welfare" (in the words of the Preamble of the Constitution). But 
we also think it does not good to put all the responsibility there, and 
take none for your own choices. Yes, there are far too many prisons and 
not enough schools, but did you take advantage of what your school 
offered you when you were out? You say you do illegal things to help 
your single mom support all her children, but if doing those things 
means you are taken out of the family, then how can you be helping? 
Aren't you just adding stress to a woman already under great stress? We 
don't think there are easy answers to these questions, but we do think 
there are times when you have to take the long view, which might mean 
that you have to make sacrifices now to secure a better tomorrow. 



Returning Tn The Hall 



I'm going to talk about me coming back to the hall. Well the 
reason why I keep coming back is because the streets keep 
calling me. And I can't help but keep going back to them. 
It's like the streets are my life but I know it's going to all 
change. I mean what can I say - I love the streets. I thought 
my girl loved me but again I chose the streets and didn't pay 
attention to her. Now I'm stuck in this shhh hole, missing 
everybody and my girl the most. Now she's saying that I'm 
cheating on her and she wants to take a break. But forget 
her because when I get out she's not going to be there. 

The streets are, and when I'm stressing or have problems, 
I turn to the lovely streets of SAN JOSE and beat people up, 
steal stuff, and get into cars. And I tell myself I'm having fun 
but really on the inside I'm stressing and hurting. And yet 
on the other side my lady is crying because she's hurting 
and doesn't want me doing the things I do. And I'm over her 
yelling at her because at the same time the streets are loving 
me and giving me more stuff. Then she does but you know 
what forget it. All in the end no one loves you and gives a 
care. 

I really don't know what I'm saying because I'm mad at 
the world. But all I could say is keep your head up and live 
life to the fullest. And try not to let love get in the way of 
what you're doing because it will screw you over. Oh ya so 
stick to where you're from and love the streets and family 
more than everybody else. 

- Ceasar, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Just because someone or something is calling you, 
doesn't mean you have to respond. Although the streets keep calling 
you, you can make the choice to say no them and take a different path. 
Listen to the voice inside of you that's stressing and hurting and that 
wants a change of lifestyle. That voice knows that the streets really 
don't love you that much, because they keep hurting you. Stick with 
those that will support you for real, it's ok to let love get in the way, 
but it must be true love. 



We Dnn't Appreciate Our Freednm 

As all of y'all know, there is so much on the outs that we 
don't appreciate until we end up here. For one, the freedom 
itself, the ability to go where we want, when we want to. 

I can't wait to be outside. Unfortunately, my next court 
date is in over a month, and the district attorney's punk ass 
'bouta send me to YA. So, like most of us, I keep thinking 
about the opportunities and privileges that I was given. 

When I get out I'm a fo' sho' get my act together, get 
a job, go to college, and get another car, since mine been 
impounded a month ago, when I was locked up. 

-Bakgwai, San Francisco 
From The Beat: Unfortunately, you're so right about taking your freedom 
for granted, if the DA is doing something you're not happy with, you 
have to point the finger back at yourself, since you gave the DA the 
power to strip you of your freedom. We sure hope you do exactly what 
you promise to do in this excellent piece, because following your own 
advice is the ticket to a far better life and future. 



Per La Necesidad 



Nosotros decimos que no vamos a volver aqui porque no 
nos gusta la comida ni tampoco estar aqui encerrado. La 
verdad es que volvemos qui porque siempre andamos en las 
mismas cosas. La realidad es que volvemos a las calles y 
hacemos lo mismo por necesidad, para tener un mejor futuro 
para nuestra familia y para darle un mejor futuro a nuestros 
hijos. 

La verdad es que lo que yo hago, no se lo desearia a nadie 
que lo hiciera porque la verdad es que es muy peligroso y 
demaciado arriesgado. La verdad es que la necesidad nos 
obliga a hacer cosas. 

Quisiera darles un consejo: alejensen lo mas que puedan 
de las drogas porque eso no deja nada bueno. Busquen las 
cosas buenas. Busquen a Dios por que Dios si los Uebara a 
cosas buenas. 

Si pueden trabajar legal, haganlo. No desaprovechen las 
oportunidades que les da la vida. Respeten a sus padres, 
haganle caso a sus padres que ellos saben porque nos dan 
consejos. La verdad es que les deseo lo mejor. Suerte del 
mundo de Dios y que Dios los bendiga. 

From The Beat: sQue lindo consejos! Se nota que has usado todo este 
tiempo en pensar en las cosas que realmente valen la pena. \lsk% por un 
buen camino amigo. No dejes que otra persona te lave el cedebro y te 
haga cambiar de pensamientos. Sabemos los efuerzo que uno tiene que 
hacer para que la familia saiga adelante, pero tambien tienes que tener 
en cuenta que al hacer el trabajo ilegal, no solo dana a otras vida sino 
que tambien te dana a ti y aquellos que dependen de ti. Hay trabajo 
%skno% que puedes hacer. sBusca y encotraras! Gracias por tus consejos, y 
esperamos que escuchen de tus consejos. 



For Necessity 



We all say that we aren't coming back here because we don't 
like the food here and neither to be locked up. The truth is 
that we come back because we always go back to the old 
ways. The truth is that we go back to the streets and do 
the same thing for necessity, to have a better future for our 
families, and a better future for our future kids. 

The truth is that what I do, I don't wish another person to 
do it because is very dangerous and risky. The reality is that 
necessity obligates us to do things. 

I want to give you a few advices: get as far away as you 
can from drugs because it doesn't leave anything good. Look 
for good things. Look for God because God will take you to 
good things. 

If you can work legally, do it. Don't waste the opportunities 
life offers. Respect your parents, listen to them because they 
know why give us advise. I wish you the best. Good luck in 
the world of God and God bless you all. 

-Francisco, San Francisco 
From The Beat: Those are beautiful advice! it's noticeable that you've 
used this time to think about things that worth thinking about. You're 
in the correct road. Don't let another person brain wash you and make 
you think differently. We knoiv the effort iwe have to go through to 
make sure our family succeed, but you need to be aware that by working 
illegal you are not only harming others but also affecting those who 
depend on you. There are healthy jobs you can obtain. Search and you'll 
find one! Thanks for your advice and we hope they listen to them. 
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Los Consejos Oue No Escoche 

Si recuerdo cuando estaba joven y me trataba mucho 
trabajo para poder entender la vida y poder conocer mas. 
Apesar de todo, si tenia en alguien en quien conflar. 

Cuando yo estaba joven, yo queria entender sobre la 
vida y queria ser como los demas que eran mas grande que 
yo que ya conocian de la vida. EUos eran los que me daban 
consejos y me ayudaban. Ellos fueron mis maestros de la 
primaria. La persona mas importante y la que me decia 
los consejos mas imprtantes esa persona es mi madre, la 
que me ayudo cuando siempre la necesitaba. 

Los consejos fueron: estudias, portate bien, has bien 
tus cosas, no te vayas por el mal camino, no le hagas caso 
a tus amigos que te Ueben a un mal camino, no te metas 
en vicios como las drogas, has algo, proponete algo para 
cuando seas grande y tenga tu propia familia y puedas 
ofrecerles algo cuando tengas a tus hijos. Todos estos 
fueron los consejos que yo recibi cuando era joven. 

Bueno yo puedo decir algo importante que si tienes 
estudios, que los termines. Si no te gusta estudiar, trata 
de mantener tu vida derecha y tener un buen trabajo 
porque algiin dia vas a tener a tu propia familia y a tus 
hijos. Por eso es bueno seguir los consejos de los demas. 
Lo mas importante es seguir los consejos de tus padres. 
Eso es lo que yo les puedo decir aiin estando joven. 

From The Beat: Como fuera tu vida de diferente si tan solo hubieses 
escuchado aigunos de esos consejos. Verdad? Tienes mucha suerte 
en conocer persona que solo quieren lo mejor para ti. Si ellos te dan 
consejos es porque ellos ya vivieron la vida que tu estas viviendo y 
estan haciendo lo posible para que no camines por ese mismo camino. 
£Que haras ahora? £Has pensado en considerar esos consejos que tanto 
te dieron? Te sugerimos que skunx\ue sea intentes seguir esos consejos 
para que pueda tener la vida adecuada que realmente necesitas. 

Advice I Never Listen To 

Yes, I remember when I was younger and was really hard 
to me to understand life and learn more about it. In spite 
of all, I had someone who to trust. 

When I was younger, I wanted to understand life and 
be like others who were older than me who knew about 
life. They were the ones who advise me and help me. They 
were my teachers in middle school. The most important 
person and would give me the best advice was my mother, 
who helped me whenever I needed her. 

Her advices were: study, behave well, do your things 
right, don't go through the wrong roads, don't listen to 
those friends that can take you to a bad road, don't get bad 
habits like drugs, do something, make plans so when you 
get older you can support a family and have something 
to provide to your future kids. These were all the advice I 
received when I was younger. 

Well, I want to say something important and that is 
that if you are going to school, to finish it, try to keep 
your life straight and keep a job because one day you will 
have your own family and kids. That's why you have to 
fallow the advice of others. What's most important is to 
fallow the advices of your parents. That's all I can say 
while being locked up. 

-Jesus, Alameda 

From The Beat: Can you imagine hoiw your life iwould have been different 
if you had listen to at least a few of those advices. You are very lucky to 
know someone who only wants the best for you. If they give you advice 
is because they have lived what you are living and maybe they don't 
want you to go through the same things they went through. What are 
your plans now? Have you thought about considering those advices? We 
suggest you to at least give it a try to follow them through so you have 
the proper life you deserve. 



Cosas De Polireza 



Yo les voy a contar como se pasa en Hondura. Yo me 
vine de Honduras por mucha pobreza. Un dia le dice 
mi hermanita a mi papa, "papa, deme 5 Pesos para 
comprarme 2 cuadernos. Quiero irme alistando porque 
en estas semanas que vienen empiezan las clases". Mi 
hermana estaba en tercer grado. Mi papa le dice, "esperate 
Tofiita que me paguen para comprarte esos cuadernos." 
Entonces Uego el dia de ir a la escuela y mi padre salio a 
pedir dinero prestado, y nadie le presto. 

Yo estaba bien pequefio, no podia trabajar. Mi madre 
tenia unas gallinas y me mando a vender una gallina por 
20 Pesos. Fui donde unos borrachos y me dicen, "bacha, 
trae esa mierda? Cuanto quieres?" Le dije, "si me das 20 
pesos, te la doy culero." Me dijo, "te voy a dar 30 pesos". 
Le di a mi mama 20 Pesos y 10 me quede con ellos. Estas 
son cosas que ven en Honduras. Es mucha la pobreza que 
se mira alia. 

From The Beat: Desfortunadamente asi hay muchos paises que sufren de 
esa gran enfermedad que es muy dificil recuperarse, la pobreza. Pero, 
creemos que si estaban tan necesitados, hubieses dado todo el dinero a 
ellos no solo una parte. A lo mejor ellos hubieran utilizado ese dinero 
en otras cosas que urguian mas. Ahora, que ya estas grande, deberias de 
pensar en esa pobreza, en trabajar duro para sacar a tu familia adelante. 
Hay gente que dependen demaciado en ti. No la riegues, tu eres su unica 



esperanza. 



Things Of Poverty 



I'm going to share how things are in Honduras. I came here 
from Honduras because of the poverty. One day, my sister 
asked my dad, "dad, give me five Pesos to buy me two 
notebooks. I want to get prepared because we start school 
in the next weeks." My sister was in third grade. He told her, 
"wait until I get paid Tofiita to get you those notebooks. The 
day for her to attend to school came through and my dad 
left the house to borrow some money and he couldn't get 
anything. 

I was very young and couldn't work. My mother had a few 
hens and sent me to sell them for twenty pesos. I went to try 
to sell it to a few drunks and they said, "hey boy, bring me 
that shhh." 

How much do you want? I replied, "if you give me 20 
Pesos, I'll give them to you." 

He answered, "I'm going to give you 30 Pesos." 
I sold them. I gave my mom 20 Pesos and I kept 10 for 
me. These are the things you see in Honduras. There is a 
huge poverty. 

-Tavo San Francisco 
From The Beat: Unfortunately there are many poor countries that suffer 
from that terrible disease which is very hard to recover from, poverty. 
If your family were so desperate, the best thing you should have done 
was to give your parents all the money not just part of it. Maybe they 
would have used that money in something more urgent. Now that you 
are grown, you should think about that poverty, to find a job to help 
your family to succeed. There people who depend on you. Don't mess it 
up. You are their only hope. 



FromCiiiid To Man 



rm evolving from a child. Tni turning into a man 

My life is so shady and crazy, it's out of hand 

I live my life on the edge with demand on my back 

Destruction over my head, guilty sticking me like a tack 

I got eyes of a hawk, but can't see where I went wrong 

Hopefully, you can tell me by listening to this song 

All I see is an improvement from school to dope movement 

I think I know it all, but I'm still so clueless 

-Darnell, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a very fine expression of confusion about how 
your life has gotten so out of control — and how you are ready to move 
to the next level, that of responsible adult. We can't tell you where your 
life went off the tracks, and we're less concerned about that than how 
you plan to get it back on track, moving in a direction that takes you 
away from all forms of lock-up and into a future of family and freedom. 
We don't think you're as clueless as you write here. You've got plenty of 
clues. Use them to create a better future! You've got the skills to do it. 
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Writing To Me 



Dear young six year old Isaias: 

rm writing to you from the future. I want to warn you 
that later on in your life there are going to be people that 
are going to offer you drugs. Tell them NO and walk away. 
Fm telling you this because if you use drugs, it's going to 
take you nowhere. You will become a fiend- you will not 
have money for your drugs, you wills start stealing from 
your family members or houses. You might get away with 
it for a while. But, remember, it's not all about drugs or 
money. You might think that it is, but it's just a bad path 
for you. I'm telling you this because I don't want you to 
make the same choices as I did. Please take my advice. 

-Isaias, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is good advice. It sounds iiice you've been down a 
path that you're not proud of. It's not the end of the road. Often the 
people who made mistaices early on are much stronger later in life from 
their hard lessons. You are now able to look back, see where you've 
been, and make the changes to redirect your future. We've %een much 
strength and awareness in you. You'll make it. 



Dear Snoopy 



What's been up with you Snoopy? Just want to warn you 
about all things that are going to happen later on in life. 

On November 12, 2004 your little sister is going to go 
to the hospital because, her appendix is going to fail but 
don't worry she's going to be okay. 

On July 14, 2006 you will go to Mikal's funeral. Mikal 
died by getting hit by a car. 

On May 1, 2007 you will move to Aunt Charlotte's 
house because of some fights. 

One more thing you should know, don't go with 
Charles and Ramone because you will end up in Juvi and 
trust me you won't like it. So do it for me, for your self. 
Change our future. 

By the way, don't go to Hay ward in the summer of 
"'06" because if you don't then Mikal won't die. The night 
before he died he asked Mom if he could he spend the 
night, but you wasn't there, so he didn't spend the night, 
so to avoid his death stay home. Please, please stay home 
so I can see my brother today. 

-Snoopy, Alameda 

From The Beat: Wow, that's big right there. What else need be said?! 



My Letter 



I hope you receive this letter in the best of health and 
state of mind. I want you to know that I have travelled 
the route that many say not to, but avoided there advice 
and proceeded with my arrogance. Since then I've been 
through many ups and downs, smiles frowns. And let me 
tell you now it is no joke. It may seem like fun and games 
as you read this but in reality there's no fun at all. 

If you don't listen now, just remember that 
incarceration is certain in your future, as well as many 
lonely nights without the ones you love and your soon- 
to-be girlfriends. The feelings and emotions you will 
encounter will be unforgettable. You will hold a burden 
with you until you've righted your wrongs - something 
that I've been trying to do for the last few years. 

Please understand this isn't a lecture but simply a 
letter to my young self. . . 

-Tanielu, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We can tell that you've really matured through your 
experiences. Hopefully you've learned something about humility and 
have been able to overcome your arrogance. We all have at least a little 
of it. But if we can fight it, then we'll be much more open to the great 
possibilities we can have in life if we're humble enough to say that 
we've made mistakes, and that we're willing to try a new way. 



Do Yoo Ever feel like It's a War Zooe? 

Well I feel it's a war zone every day 

Wish we can change our life style, live a better way 

Put the guns down, young people stop busting K's 

Stop wakin' up thinkin' it might be your last day 

Think ahead, start thinking about the future 

If you like rapping, start trying to find a producer 

Get recognized, gonna get your money and if you hungry 

Go on ahead go and fill your tummy. 

Pick your head up you can make it out the streets 

You got to want to, like you wanted to be a beast 

Mamas pick your kids up, get them out the streets 

Clean them up, go on and fix them something to eat 

'Cause they hungry and they need you by they side 

If they had you they wouldn't have to ride 

Let them know you love them, an' you going stay by they side 

Stop the killing teach us how to survive 

Teach us how to spell, teach us how to write 

You got to teach them how you taught them to ride a bike 

When they felling down, you got to pick them up 

Doing it just how you used to when they drop their 

slurpy cup 

Pick it up clean the spill up off the floor 

Raise your daughter teach her not to be a whore 

Let her know she better than that let her know she not a 

hood rat She's a queen start acting like it. Don't let 
her man hit her she better than that. This is one of the 

realist songs 
I ever did without talking about killing robin selling drugs. 
I let my soul bleed into this. And don't think I don't get 

down or I'm a sucka 
.... 'Cause I still get active. 

-Lil' T the Freestyle King, Alameda 

From the Beat: You need to get active, but not in the way you describe 
it at the end of this piece. You need to get active by stepping up and 
being the change you ask for, not the b-s hood active crap! You are not 
just a member of this community, you are a potential leader. Freestyle = 
a Style to help u% be Free. 
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The System 



The system was designed way before the Civil Right's 
Movement took place. The judicial system was designed 
by white males in the last century; and during those 
times there was a lot of racism and segregation therefore 
now in the 21st century the system has evolved and the 
measures used to put juveniles away have evolved. 

Since the gang problems in Los Angeles that spread 
nationwide law enforcement has been too outrageous 
and scandalous in their ways of handling their cases, 
so many times juveniles fall for the same traps of their 
neighborhoods and the systems traps . And many kids don't 
learn from their old mistakes. And that's embarrassing. 

-Fernando, Alameda 

From The Beat: The structure of government we have was started 
thousands of years ago by the Greeics who basically got their philosophy 
from the Egyptians. The Greeics tooic that icnowledge and put their own 
twist on it... and here we are thousands of years later operating off of 
the films of a fallen civilization. So, no doubt the traps are out there 
but would it be fare to %«y that they've been there long enough for us 
to recognize them and avoid getting caught up? It's not just "on them" 
at this point... we have to stand up and be responsible for our actions 
and inactions. 
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Comino back 



Right now I'm at camp doing my six months. I'm on my 
second month so I got for more to go. I been on my home 
visits. When I go home it feels like freedom but on the 
last hour. 

I be getting mad because I gotta go back to camp with 
hella j-cats but yeah. I ain't tryna stay in this system. 
There's hella more things you can do on the outs. I' ma 
be wit' the family chillin', smokin', drinkin', get off of 
probation so I can get all my freedom back. So once I 
get off probation and the system, that's when I consider 
myself coming back. 

And when I come back, I ain't Anna come back into 
the system and mess my life up. I'd rather smoke weed. 
Weed makes me feel good and chill. The first time I 
smoked weed was with my brother and some other dude. 
We smoked a quarter. I got so high I thought I was gonna 
lose my mind, because my brother and this dude was 
playing mind games with me. 

After that I didn't smoke weed for a couple of months, 
and then I smoked weed again and when I started listening 
to music, it felt hella weird... in a good way though. 

At first when I started smokin' I thought it was good for 
me, because it made me calm. But after my second month, 
I started spending a lot of money on weed. Sometimes I 
would wake up broke and find money throughout the day, 
just to get high. I also got really stupid, people thought I 
got ADD. I lost hella brain cells I think. My mind was fried 
up... So yeah, it messed me up more than it helped me. 

-Linh, Alameda 

From The Beat: It^ hard for u% to picture you stupid, because you always 
seem so on top of it and thoughtful in workshops. You say you want 
to go bade and smoke more... but then you also %«y it messed up your 
life - messed it up bad. It^ almost like it turned you into a different 
person? Do you think you will go back to it after camp? Have you made 



a decision about that? 



'Bout to Be A Dad 



Hey, Beat? What's up with it? I went home this weekend 
to my mom's house and I finally saw my Baby Mama. 
She was hella big... we have 11 days left of pregnancy, 
supposedly. That's what the doctors say. 

I finally talked to my Baby Mama about what I was 
feeling. She listened to everything I had to say. We cried 
together. I missed her so much, we took pictures together 
with my lil' sis. For my lil' sis's birthday she took me 
shopping for some late Christmas presents. I felt really 
good about us talking. My mom was happy we talked too. 
I'm nervous about my son being born, but I can't wait 
either. Well, until next time. Beat. Later... 

-Looney, Alameda 

From The Beat: There is so much death and %skAne%% in The Beat, it's good 
to be able to print up something so full of joy. And of course there^ 
more joy to come. Will you write something about how you picture your 
life lAfith your neiw family? 
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I'm never coming back, back to where my troubles 

began. 

There were battles I had to fight, internal scars I have 

within. 

Tormented handcuffs and banging doors. 

Being on time is being early -- locked down behind steel 

doors. 

Suicide watch restrained with shackles, live scan in this 

unit, now pepper spray attacks you. Confound, locked 

up I want to get out. 

Our room time when I scream and shout. 

Nasty meals same clothes same people everyday. 

Still here with a release on file and I shouldn't have 

something to say? 

Talk is dead transition line up at the stacks. 

Get ready for shower wearing people underwear. 

Four books, no, only three books one Bible. 

"Shut up singing you're not the next American idol." 

Bad days good days don't mean nothin' to me. 
Nothing would ever be good cause my home is only a 

dream. 
Staff acts like donkeys, bring personal problems to 

work. 

Got caught writing letters, now I can't even work. 

I have nightmares hoping they will never come true. 

I'm not a criminal and if you are, yeah this the piece for 

you. 
They tell me when to eat, shhh, sleep, shower, and wake 

up 

And man it's all wack. 

That's why me Makayla is never coming back. 

-Makayla, Alameda 

From The Beat: it's over now, though, you're free, and you'll have 
many more challenges to face than you did on lockdown. We hope you 
remember the strength and wisdom you've shown in your Beat writings, 
and that you use it to help you through the hard times! 
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Day by Day 

I'll rather be fitted you gotta dress to impress. 

Plus, whether I live in a safe neighborhood or the 
projects, it's gone all be the same 'cause if I was to live in 
a safe environment I'ma turn it into the projects. 

Enjoy you' life day by day, go all out, buy yo' $1500 
chain, yo' three or four hundred dollar outfits and your 
Lexus Coupe on 24's. Because it ain't no telling what's 
gonna happen tomorrow. Bullets don't got no name and 
police will put whatever they can on you! 

Every day is a struggle ...you got one life to live, 
however you decide to live its yo' life so live it. People lost 
a lot of things in life, from friends, family members, or 
they never had parents, so they decide to live life however 
sell drugs, get high etc. 

Some people don't believe in positive... all they know 
is negative so they don't believe in jobs. Don't get me 
wrong I ain't discriminating 'cause I don't always think 
positive, and that's why I'm here. 

I love the projects because that's where I grew up I 
learned how to live my life in the projects. 

I been through a lot in the projects so have my family 
so I feel it ain't nothing else better then the projects but 
my son and Jesus! 

-Lil' Dj, Alameda 

From The Beat: People who don't believe they have a tomorrow might 
spend a lot of money on today, right? But you DO have a future, especially 
in the shape of that little boy who is going to call you Daddy. So you 
want to spend money on getting your baby to a safe neighborhood, 
paying for him to have good books to read, good food to eat, good 
healthcare, a savings account for college. Right? 
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Walking 

Walking away something I don't do 

I got something to say to you 

Look I don't play 

I do it my way 
Can't walk away 
What can I do? 

In my side of town 

We don't play around 

Got fools lookin' like a clown 

So I got to use my toy to make that sound 

Fools run 

Cool looking it's fun 

Can't walk away 

What should I do? 

I need help from you 

I need a girl, sometimes I think 

But for that I got to change my world 

Can't find that good looking special one 

But I love my life and running my streets 

It's fun 

Watching the sun. 

And which I can be in a peaceful 

Way, where I don't have to carry a gun. 

-PI, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Sometimes we try to cover up what we really want 
by trying to act tough or by holding onto whatever strength we can 
find. But if a clown is someone who paints his face and pretends to 
be someone he's not, then maybe the guy who pretends to be tough to 
mask it all is the real clown. 
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What' 'sup man? It's yo' boy. I'ma start it off by sayin' 
why ninjas wanna get locked up an start talking all the 
shhh in the world. 

I don't get you ninjas. If you so called so deep in the 
beef, why ninjas don't know you? This beef shhh really 
ain't no game 'cause y'all be havin' a ninja ready to do 
anything, anywhere. 

I didn't choose this shady life. I'm basically forced to 
live it 'cause I don't see no way out of it. I don't wanna live 
this life, I gotta. This shhh ain't made for everybody to get 
a piece, an' if you get too greedy, somebody gone rob you 
or take you out the game until the game start ova. But 
guess what ninja, it don't. You just gone be anotha box of 
bones. So befo' you get yo'self into this toilet fuUa shhh, 
get out the way or you gone fa' sholy get ran ova , ya dig. 

Just imagine one day you an yo' homies on the block 
hustlin', and I know ninjas got people they love and 
they with you, and that black truck pull up and them 
automatics come out the window, lil' ninja. Anybody gets 
it with no remorse, and you gone get hit 'cause of where 
you chose to be standin' 'cause you wanna be seen on yo' 
shhh. 

But do you, I'm gonna do me. 

-Young Dunny, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We believe that you're sincere when you say you are 
forced to do the things you do, but we know, in truth, that everybody has 
choices. Some are more difficult than others, but that doesn't mean they 
are not there for the courageous. But when we read your description of 
those guns coming out the window of the passing truck, we know that 
courage doesn't play much of a role in the life you describe. Bravado? 
Yes. Daredevil boasting and behavior? Yes. But courage... ? We don't see 
it in the shoot-them-before-they-shoot-you games being played out on 
the daily. We truly admire your heart-felt warning to the children who 
think that beefing in the game makes them men, and we hope that a 
few of them will realize the truth of your warning. But we also hope 
that you will find the courage within yourself to seek out another way, 
so that you can live up to your own, unique potential sk% a human being 
with something to give and something to teach. Others in the game far 
longer and deeper than you have done it, so we have no doubt that you 
can too. But only you know if you will. 



U 



rm Going Platinum 



\ 



In the limelight 

That ninja O, I rhyme tight 

You didn't know 

Flip the script on that ninja Bo 

Catch me in a tent wit' cho glow 

The federal indictment chase 

Taking chances how you stay 

Make 'em dance and slamming on the interstate way 

Beezies want sex man, she's a snake and a fake 

Is it the platinum chain or the money that I make 

They got me looking like I'm cooking up bricks of yay 

No mistakes in rhymes that I spit 

Magnificent 

Just see evidences 

Neva hesitant to bust a flow that's' hardcore 

Money survive more 

And the family's the only one I die for 

Survival in this be the first to witness 

Ninjas busting tremendous from the start to the finish 

I'm in to win it 

When this go platinum, five times six, snitch you'll 

remember this 

-Young Mari, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You have skills, for sure, but we have to confess that 
we don't understand all of what you're trying to say. For example, if 
you're taking chances with federal indictments, how can you also say 
that the family is all that you'd die for? if you put yourself in dangerous 
situations, how does that help the family? Having skills sk% a rhyming 
rapper is something to be proud of. But having skills sk% a responsible 
man who can take care of himself and his family, now that's something 
to really be proud of. We hope that's the direction you're moving in, 
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Hey Beat! I just want to let you know I'm sick of the life 
I'm living. I'm sick of being tired. I hate wasting my teen 
years in Juvy. 

Also, I hate being ghetto. It doesn't get me anywhere 
but jail, or maybe even dead. I'm even gonna change the 
way I dress, talk, my environment and friends. 

I want to go to college to become a nurse. I have to 
graduate in order to do that. I already passed my cashee 
test. All I have to do is get my credits and I'll graduate 
next year in 2009. 

Well, I got to leave to placement, hopefully next week. 
I'll have to be there for six months. 

Once I do my months I'm gonna get a job and save 
up to get an apartment with my friend. I've got goals, 
but first I have to get out and have the desire. I have 
everything it takes to change my life. 

Thanks Beat, for your time. 

-Corina, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: You're very welcome. You sound motivated. (What, by 
the way, is a 'cashee' test?) We'd like you to keep us posted with your 
progress. Your story could help to motivate others. Wouldn't that be 
great. 
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I have eight brothers and sisters. They are good brothers 
and sisters. They give me money to go buy groceries for 
my mom and my sisters or my dad, and I love my family. 
And when I get out I am going to get a job and get money 
for my family. 

-Lir Quez, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a short piece, Lil' Quez, but we liice the message 
you are giving. You are so lucky to have a family that loves you and 
that you love. The best way to get money for your family is to go to 
school so that you can get a decent job in the future. Your education is 
the foundation of that future, so don't neglect it. We hope you get back 
with your loving family soon, and that you don't give the system the 
poiAfer to take you SKway from them again. 
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Almost Grown 



What's up, Beat? This is your girl, Angel, writing to you 
from the girls' unit. I am still here. I've been here for two 
months now. They sending me to Colorado. I'm hella mad. 
When I get out, I'ma get back into school — that is a must. 
I need to at least graduate from high school. 

I miss my man. I love you, babe. You been staying 
my by side and supporting me. I am going to be grown 
in a few years, and even though sometimes I feel grown 
because I've been taking care of myself, I know I still have 
a lot to learn about being "grown," like having a legal job, 
paying bills and rent, writing checks, filing tcixes, all of 
that other ass shhh. 

By the time y'all read this, I'm gonna be out, but y'all 
stay encouraged and keep your heads up. I'ma try hard to 
stay out. 

-Angel, San Francisco 

From The Beat: The thing about Colorado is that your attitude going 
in is the most important predictor of success or failure. Since you don't 
know what to expect there, we can understand why you're nervous. But 
there's no reason to be "hella mad," because you may find it's the most 
useful program imaginable to teach you those things you, yourself, 
want to learn in order to be the responsible adult you're on your way 
to becoming. 



It's Me 



What' 's'up. Beat? It's me, the one and only! 

I been locked up for a while. 

And now I'm starting to ask, "How?" 

How did I stoop so low? 

When all I had to do I say, "No!" 

I made a whole bunch of mistakes 

And now I'm here to stay 

I went down the wrong path 

Dang, all I had to do was do my math 

I should've put two and two together 

And stayed out the cold weather 

Now I'm in this cell 

Saying, "How in the hell?" 

I played myself, yeah, I did that 

But trust when I got on the outs, I'ma bounce back 

I'ma do me 

Just watch and see 

Yeah, Beat, I'ma be all I can be 

I'm out. Beat... Yeah, it's me! 

-Kia, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a tight poem, Kia. You say that you could have 
avoided this consequence if you had just said "No." And that's probably 
true, but don't be too hard on yourself, because saying no is one of the 
hardest things in the world to do, especially when you're young and 
worry about how others think of you. The thing is this: you have to 
think of yourself first — your life, how you affect your family, and how 
you affect your future. Tell us what you mean by being all you can be. 
What do you want out of life? How do you plan to get it? 
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This is my first time in here. I have been in here for six 
days. I came in on Thursday. When I came in, I thought," 
I can do better." On Friday I had to be in my room for a 
whole day, for 24 hours, and I was thinking a lot. I think I 
can avoid coming back if I go back to school, do my work 
and be home at five. I'll have probation for a year. 

-Michael, San Francisco 

From The Beat: What we like most about this piece, Michael, is that 
you said you did a lot of thinking in your room, and then you told us 
what that thinking produced: a very smart decision to go back to school 
and be home before dark. Your education is the key to the future you 
want for yourself, so don't forget what you've written here. It's very 
important. Make this not only your first time here, but also your last 
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What once was my best friend is now gone. 

lost in another world all alone. 

Stuck in thought. StroUin' streets some fear to roam. 

Home, homie is where you make it. 

Illegal friendships with "them" are now faded. 

Some hated, but most appreciated. 

No more midnight smoke, 'cause the truth is too thick. 

And it all started from a hit of one spliff. 

A trick? No, not really. 

One choice, my decision... a huge mistake. 

Drugs, my friend, will not be my fate. 

One thing learned was - 

it's not too late. 

-Clean And Sober Today, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: Drugs are not such faithful friends, after all. And if a 
friend isn't faithful, he isn't a friend. 
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I would rather be fresh then to worry about where I stay. 
It doesn't matter where you live you could die anyway. 

Being fresh gives you the better side of life you get 
the popularity and those girls that look nice. Why live in 
a good neighborhood it doesn't change who you are or 
what happens if you're fresh. You look like money and 
people notice you look good. Fresh clothes, bad place it 
doesn't matter I'm still from the hood. 

Nowadays it's not about where you stay it's how you 

look, if you are a robber from Beverly Hills that doesn't 

make you a crook. So stay fresh, look good, get your 

respect and don't' worry about where your house is at. 

- Reggie, Land Of Enchantment 

From the Beat: No matter where you're from, if you're a "robber" the fact 
remains the same you "are a crook." If you're a police officer and your a 
robber your still a crook. You are right it shouldn't matter where you're 
from, but keep in mind many people do judge by how a person looks. 
If a person lives in a poor neighborhood, and they drive a brand new 
Lexus, and wears fancy clothes the first thing most people are going 
to think "that person is a drug dealer" It's a sad fact, but it's a reality to 
many. The same goes with a person living in a nice neighborhood, but 
wearing poor clothing most people will think the same way. 



My Mom 



What's up Beat? Today I will be writing about my mom. 
I talked to my mom the other day. She was happy to hear 
my voice and sad because I'm in here again. Even though 
I don't tell my mom I love her, I really do. 

My mom has always been there for me no matter what 
the situation is. Even when I used to ditch school, got 
suspended, smoked weed, be with my homies - she was 
still there for me. She accepts my collect calls all the 
time. I really love my mom. She is also my 'dad' because 
my real dad wasn't there for me. 

My mom recently had my little brother. She had a 
baby a few months ago and it was a boy. Now she has five 
boys. I was happy for her. My oldest brother is locked 
up, so my Mom is supporting him. She's supporting me a 
lot too. She also has my two little brothers to take care of 
and to support as well. My mom is a strong woman, she 
is my hero. Well... lates. 

-Robert, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: Robert, your mom sounds like skn incredible woman. You 
need to be out, for many reasons. But one reason is so you can help 
her. We have no idea how she manages such heavy responsibilities. But 
we've come to know you, a bit. And we know that you are stn intelligent 
fellow. Go back to school. Get your degree. Go to college. It sounds like 
you could be the first son in your family to get a college degree. Please, 
stop wasting your talent. The world needs bright guys like you. There's 
so much good work that needs to be done. 
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Meant To Be 



My love is true 

You always have good news 

You make a frown go upside down 

And make me feel as crazy as a clown 

We may be from different towns 

But we're as close as true love found 

I pray you're the one to our god up above 

So let's start love with a kiss and a hug 

But first we slow it down and talk it out 

Then we'll know what true love is about 

I'm mad I wasted time with the untrue 

I feel like a dumbass foo' 
But now I'm coo' because I found you 

We can have fun 

From today to the next 

So we can trust and have closeness 

You have so much loneliness 

But I am worthy of this 

I would die for one kiss 

Just as long as I can cherish your lips 

Then my soul wont have unfinished business 

I don't want to have stupid arguments 

We weren't meant to taunt like this 

So lets just stop and kiss 

Then when we die we'll ask, is heaven like this? 

You're as good as red wine 

If I'm not with you I think I'll die 

I know I'll mind 

Because I don't wanna cry 

I want you to be mine 

There's only one line to walk by 

Then the bright light will say "Hi!" 

Is it god? I've been good don't say bye 

My boo, don't worry, just stay by my side 

And see if we were good by God's eye 
Then ask if we can have the eternal life 

-Trouble, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: A really amazing love poem, sincere and creative. We 
hope that your boo reads it one day and writes and equally lovely one 
back to you. 
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I can't get you off of my mind, 
I keep thinking about how much I enjoy 

Talking with you. 
How great you look when you smile, and 

How much I like your laugh, 
I daydream about you off and on all day. 
Replaying pieces of our conversations. 
Laughing again about the funny things 

You said or did, 

I've memorized your face and the way 

You look at me. 

It melts my heart every time I think about it. 

And I catch myself smiling when I 

Imagine what will happen the next 

Time we're together. 

You must be something really special. 

Because I can't remember the last time 

I felt so strongly about someone. 

Even though neither of us knows what the 

Future holds. 

But I know one thing's for sure. 

You're one of the best things that's 

Happened to me in a long time. 

-Lir V, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is a strikingly honest poem. You may not know the 
future, but you can try to move in a way that brings you two together 
and not apart, it is nice though to have some certainties, and this I 
moment you are talking about is one. I 
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Give It All It likes 



Feeling stressed out, trying to find a way out, 

trying to find something to talk about. 

I got something inside my chest, 

trying to put it to rest, 

wishing I can be doing the best. 

But naw, I'm in this hall, trying to put me to the test, 

trying to put me down but this vato don't lay down. 

I got to stand tall, all these haters trying to make me fall, 

my lady looks precious like a doll. 

I love it when she tells me everything is going to be alright. 

With her I'm down for whatever, even to fly. 

Sometimes I dream how I'm going to die, 

I get scared and in my dreams I start to cry. 

Bad times never last, one day I'll leave them in the past, 

'cause at this life you leave fast. 

So think about what you do, 

don't make action then mistakes. 

Give it all it takes, I'm out. 

- Payasito, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Nice rhymes, Payasito. We appreciate the honesty and 
the words of encouragement. You are right that bad times never last 
and you are very wise to believe that, even through all the tough times. 
It will be fine to make mistakes — ^you just have to try not to make the 
same mistake twice! 



I remember when I was little I used to be a mama's boy, 
because I always used to be there for my mom. Like 
helping, protecting, her just to do anything just like a 
mama's boy would do. 

And now since she left my brothers and sisters since 
I was 8 years old. And now how I am today, I'm still a good 
kid and all but now I'm a little bit of a dad's boy, kinda. 
And I be trying to find my mom but I just can't. I miss her 
so much all I have to do now is pray to God to keep her 
safe and out of trouble. 

-Searchin' For Mama, Alameda 

From The Beat: We remember how it feels to be young and attached to 
one of our parents. You're a good kid. All you can do is pray for your 
mama. But now focus on you and trying to get your life straight. Get out 
of the halls and stop getting into trouble. 
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Writino A Letter To Your Youoo Self 

I would tell my young self that I will face some crazy 
situations, some insecurity, and some family issues. 
Through all of this, I will make it just fine. All I have to 
do is keep my head up and stay strong. 

I would tell myself that no matter what is said, done, 
or going on around you, you CAN-do-it, no matter what it 
is. I would tell myself to always keep my family close ones 
in mind, but to think of myself also- not just others. 

Even though what I've been through has made me 
who I am, I just wish I was able to know that I could 
experience more. I would tell myself that, even though I 
didn't have much as a child, I could do anything even if it 
was really hard and seemed impossible. I know now that 
this is true. 

-TuUie, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: Wow! You said it! Please keep talking to yourself like 
this. You're right- sometimes things seem pretty impossible. We have to 
have a lot of inner strength to get through it all. You are wise to think 
of yourself- all that you've made it through already and your needs, 
along with your loved ones. We are proud of you and will be watching 
for your progress. 
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What's up Beat? Well, Fm not feeling this subject today, 
so I'm just writing about what I am feeling. 

I am excited because next month in March I'm going 
to start getting my OTs. I am very anxious because I 
can't wait to find a job, so that I could start paying off 
my restitution. In June, I am going to get out and I can't 
wait. 

Another thing that is on my mind is my carnal 
(brother). I wonder if when he gets out he is going to do 
good, or if he is just going to end up in county because 
he is about to be eighteen. I really hope he does good and 
gets his act together. Well, changing the subject, I am 
kind of sad because my mom is leaving to Mexico and I 
have to still be in here. She is going to Mexico because 
my cousin is getting married. I am excited for him but sad 
for me. 

Well Beat, my hand is tired - so gotta go! Till next time 
late. Keep your heads up! 

-Payasa, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Payasa, we always appreciate that you just sit down 
and write what is on your mind and let it flow. Are you sad that your 
mother is going to Mexico because you can't go with her or because she 
is going to be far away? 
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Why Did They Have To Leave 

Why did they have to leave 

Black Tone had so much talent 

Killed 'cause other dude was a coward 

Hodari always use to make me laugh 

We use to talk about the cash that we gone have 

Rob the third you didn't even get to make two years old 

One and half and your life was stole 

Big Rob you know you and my dad was real close 

I talk to him at night people think I'm talking to a ghost 

Tamu why did you have leave me 

I need you more than ever 

I guess something's are for the better 

Kev why did you have to leave I fell to my knees 

And begged the lord please 

You can't just take my ninja away 

It's cold out here in this world 

I don't wanna stay 

Y'all don't know the stress I go through in my life 

It don't make you a man if you take a life. 

-Young Mari, Alameda 

From The Beat: You're right it doesn't maice you a man talcing another 
man's life. Why do you thinic that people think that it makes them a 
man taking someone's life? Why does everything have to be resolved 
by violence? 
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My whole perspective, how I look at promises now is so 
different from experience and grudgingly holding on to a 
broken promise. 

Never again would I promise someone something. 
I didn't realize how much promises meant until a day I 
promised someone something and broke my promise. 
That person will not even talk to me and it makes me feel 
so bad, fake, and untrue. 

How can you believe someone after they promised 
you something? All trust is out the door! And you know 
what they say, if you don't have trust you don't have 
nothing... 

-Tori, Alameda 

From The Beat: This is some great insight. Tori, it's not easy, but you 
can build up trust again. It takes time and patience, but it's possible. 



Never Comino Back \ 

I'm never coming back because it's not worth it to mess 
up your life and come here. The people you make suffer is 
your family, and especially yourself. It's better to be out 
than being locked up, 'cause if you stay in here you don't 
get to see your family as long as you want. Once you're 
in here you lose your rights. 

If you come back, then you're dumb. It's your choice 
to mess up your life, but just think about yourself and 
your family before you make a mistake. 

-Dvs, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Is this your first time here? If so, we hope you remember 
your own words when you get out so that you don't have to put your 
family and yourself through this again. We agree that you have a lot of 
choice in your own future, by the decisions you make. But not everybody 
who falls is "dumb." You can make dumb mistakes without being a dumb 



person. The only truly dumb thing is not to try. 
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My Desire For A 1870 Chevelle 

Honestly, if I could have a clean 1970 Primered Chevelle 
on 20 inch rims with some tints. . .Ok, let me stop. But yeah, 
I would rather have that than live in a safe neighborhood 
because even though I'm locked up, I've made it this far, 
and my neighborhood is not going to change much. 

I'm still going to have to survive and take care of 
myself, support my habits, and help my family regardless 
of how I have to do it. But that's my point of view as a 17 
year old who still has years of life to experience. 

I know my point of view will definitely change when I 
become a mother because I won't be thinking about my 
'70 Chevelle unless it's for something like getting my kids 
to school because my seeds will always come first. 

-Nicole, Alameda 

From The Beat: Thanks for this thoughtful piece Nicole! YOU are right, 
I with age and maturity comes a lot more wisdom and insight regarding 
I your priorities. 



Get Me Outta' Hell 

It's hard to keep my faith in the Lord above, 

when I'm staring at these walls. 

County showing no love. 

Goin' from sane to insanity in this unfair jail, 

judge thinks I'll act right if I'm locked in a cell. 

The only entertainment I get is the thoughts in my head, 

can't put my mind to rest 'cause I'd rather be dead. 

Judge thinks it's cool to keep me livin' in hell. 

I can say my life ain't no fairy tale. 

Today I ain't feeling very well. 

I'm stressed, 

callin' momma collect, 

reminding her that she's blessed. 

My mind is free but they got me locked in the pen. 

Give me my notebook, then I'll put my heart in the pen. 

I'm in to win, got to find another place to live. 

Why everybody so selfish and they hate to give? 

These rhymes are the only thing I got left. 

I'll run with my homies as long as I got breath and when 

I pass on homie, 

just remember my name and don't be stingy with the 
Hennessy — I'm still in the game. 

- Vito, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We can feel the passion in the piece — "I'll put my heart 
in the pen" is a powerful line. We love that you want to do this — writing 
is one of the best ways to make it through the hard times. We can also 
truthfully say that last thing we want to see you is dead and we believe 
you can make it through this rough road. Keep putting your heart into 
the pen! 
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Down For My Ex 



My name is Melissa, aka Lil' E, and I'm from Hayward. I'm 
currently 16 years old, and in Alameda County Juvenile Hall 
for a stupid reason that I should have not done. 

My ex-boyfriend name is Eric aka "Lil' E." He too is from 
San Leandro. The first time I saw him was when I was at the 
Bayfair BART Station with my best friend "Sooner" (yea sooner 
or later) haha jokes. But that's her real name. Anyways. Lil' 
E was in the van with all his patnas and they picked us up 
because it was raining. Before they had asked us before if we 
wanted to kick it later at the "Honey Comb." 

We was like, "Yea, pick us up in 2 hours so we can get 
ready." 2 hours passed. All ready, dress lookin' good as wine, 
and they came and got us. We stopped at the store to get some 
bottles. I didn't get drunk. Surprisingly, I was only a very 
young teen at the time and I didn't like how alcohol made my 
throat burn. But I was smoking some good purple that came 
from the town. My first time, it was coo'. It made me giggle 
a lot. And not even fifteen-minutes later "Lil' E" came up to 
me and spit some game. I was liking it. Because no boy or 
I should say "man"ever told me I looked real beautiful. We 
started choppin' it up. He asked me how old I was and where 
I was from and I told him everything about me. He slipped me 
his number and gave me the first kiss I ever had from him. And 
he asked me if I wanted to kick it tomorrow with him again. I 
wasn't trippin'. 

The next day we kicked it at my auntie's house I started 
asking him the same questions, but some of them he had lied 
about. I asked how old he was "he said he was 19 years old" I 
believed. So two days passed, still talking as friends. A month 
later we start going out, five months go one, still together with 
no fight, no arguments. 

I lost my virginity to him at thirteen. And I fell in love with 
him. Eight-months passed and I still loved him. Man, when I 
lost it, it hurt so bad that I wanted to stop in the middle and hit 
him in his face. But I didn't. I got used to it. 

When my patna Derica said that she saw "E" with another 
girl trying to get at him, I took off on her. Man I had this girl 
messed up in the face where she could not pull another ninja. 
That's how bad it was. And I started fighting with him. He 
was mad that I screwed up his game. But he thought about 
me and him, and how good of a relationship we had together. 
He apologized to me, and that was the last time he talked to 
another girl. 

My cousin Mike did not like the fact that Lil' E was his 
patna and that I was his little cousin. He didn't know we were 
going out after seven-and-a-half-months. When he found out, 
he got mad. So my cousin went and told my whole family that 
I was going out with him, and my auntie got mad and started 
hating. 

It's like damn, they don't want to see us together. It made 
me hecka mad to the point I stop talking to my family and 
wasn't trippin' about what they was saying. Because I loved 
him. 

It had been eight-and-a-half-months. It was Christmas, we 
were with our families spending time with them. His Christmas 
was cool. So was mine. Ijust let my family keep hatin' it didn't 
bother me. 

It was New Years of '06 and I hadn't seen Lil' E in a week, 
which is good. We needed a break from each other. But I did 
want to see him on my birthday, I was turning fourteen on 
January third. But he didn't bother to call me or nothing. I 
was so mad. 

He called me on my sister's b-day on January fifth, and 
said he forgot about my birthday and he was sorry. I told him 
sorry wasn't gonna do it this time. He got mad and hung up the 
phone in my face. I was more mad than I was before. 

Two-hours later he calls me and tells me to get ready. He 
said "me and my patnas and your patnas are going to Frisco 
in a limo to celebrate your birthday." He told me to bring my 
older sister Yolanda because she just turned 18 that day. 

We went to the city. Let me tell you, that night made me 
so happy. He got me my own personal bottle of some E&J and 
two pills that were smackin hard. And my own purple. I was 



drunk, high and thizzin' hecka hard. And he (as in Lil' 
E) got me a fourteen-karat-gold-ring. He said "I love you 
and I'm sorry do you accept my apology?" I was like "Hell 
yea." I wasn't going to say no because he went out of his way 
to get me a limo, drank, pills and weed. So I accepted it. And 
yea. I can't be mad at him forever especially if he's my love. 
That same night "January 5th 2006" I got into a fight with this 
girl because she got outta pocket with me, my sister, my man, 
and my man's patnas. She was like "Ef ya'U ninjas and where 
you're from. And said ef San Leandro to my boyfriend. And 
then went up to my sister and said "You're hecka fat and ugly" 
and it made my sister cry. She came up to me and said "and 
you," I was like, "Girl you got me messed up and even my sister 
messed up. Girl, and you even got me messed up coming at 
my sister sideways and my man screwed up." I was like "lets 
go rounds." Man best believe I took off on her so fast she 
was saying "Stop, stop!" I blacked out and whooped the shhh 
out of her. I came out of my blackout. I had her pinned to 
the ground and told everyone to "come clap this silly foo' for 
coming at y'all sideways. And we all said "Can't eff with us." 

We mobbed deep in a limo. We bounce off to the Piers and 
my boyfriend made everyone cut. So he can spend time with 
me. The driver even left with my man's patnas. The next thing 
I know we in this nice limo making love. Damn I didn't want 
the moment to stop. I was not thinking at the time that I could 
have gotten pregnant. 

Then everyone came back to the car. My sister was so 
happy and drunk off her ass. I never saw her smile like that. It 
made me feel good. 

My boyfriend said "baby girl, why did you fight that girl?" I 
told him why: "Your gonna let some silly ho girl that you don't 
know come at you sideways and disrespectful." He was like 
"No." I was like there's your answer. And I started thinking 
why he said that. But I gave him another answer. I said "Baby 
because I'm your ride and die mami and I'm down for you 'bout 
anything. And I'm your wifey and I'm not gonna let anyone 
screw with the people I love, or my patnas and my sister." 
That's why I took flight. That was my 8 1/2 months with Lil' 
E. 

January 29, 2006. A day after our ninth month anniversary 
our relationship ended. At my patna Vannessa's house. I found 
out he was about to be 21 years old. And that's why my family 
was trippin' off me being with him. He broke up with me writing 
me a letter talking about how I was too young, and about how 
all his friends were trippin' about the age difference." I was so 
sad and mad. Like damn he broke up with me because he was 
trippin' off age. He told me to go my way and he will go his. He 
also said he can't wait 'till I'm 18 years old to give it another 
chance. And he also said "I love you no matter what happens 
to us." I said to him "why you lie about your age in the first 
place?" And "If you really love me you would stick by me no 
matter what people was saying, especially your patnas. 

We are now in 2008 and we are talking as friends. Nothing 
else. Now rml6 years old.... so I'm almost 18 years old. I can 
be free from juvenile hall soon, and also I could go be with 
Lil' E. I still got feelings for him because he was my first for 
everything. Yea, he may have done me dirty for breaking up 
with me. He regrets it now. But guess what, females and men 
(I should say little boys) I still to this day got that gold ring he 
gave me on Jan. 5, 2006. Yep, I'm still Lil' E hyphy wifey mami 
girl. All his patnas got dummy respect for me. Because they 
know what's up. And I know who I am fast. But yea I love him 
to death. Hopefully he loves me the same way I do. All right 
I'm out. 

-Lil' E, Alameda 
From The Beat: Thank you for sharing your story with us. (Sorry we didn't 
use your chosen pen name — we will not include names with such references 
in The Beat.) The part of the story that really got to u% was the night of 
your 1 4th birthday. Your older boyfriend got you so drunk and high that 
you ended up blacking out and beating up another woman. Then you had 
unprotected sex with your boyfriend in the car. Hearing this story makes 
u% think that it^ a GOOD thing that you are no longer with him. From 
his actions, it doesn't seem that he's really out for your best interest!! And 
he doesn't seem to be a "good influence" on you either, if being with him 
involves drugs, sex and fighting at the age of thirteen! We know you may 
disagree, but those are the facts. Perhaps the best thing he could have 
done was break it off with you. If you disagree, tell u% why! 
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Mis Padres 
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Me sail de la escuela porque mi primer lenguaje es Espanol. 
Era un poco diflcil para mi cuando Uegue a este pais. Unas 
de las razones fue por correr de los problemas que tenia con 
otro estudiante de la escuela. 

Yo tome la decision de irme a Mexico, pero me 
encarcelaron. Fue una prueba bien diflcil en mi vida porque 
he sido la primera que he estado encerrado en mi familia. 

Toda mi familia esta desecha no porque este aqui sino 
porque se averguenzan. EUos se sienten asi porque yo era 
una niha muy alegre. Siempre brindaba una sonrisa a toda la 
gente. 

Ahora cada vez que veo a mi papa y a mi madre, Uoro 
mucho porque ellos me quieren mucho como yo a ellos. 
Ellos son todo para mi, ellos signiflcan mi vida y son los 
mejos padres del mundo. 

Yo recuerdo que siempre me decian, "mija, mira ahorita 
nosotros podemos darte una buena educacion, aprovecha. 
Nosotros estamos muy orguUosos de ti, pero nos harias 
mas orguUosos si estudiaras y agarraras una buena 
carrera. Tu podrias ser la primera la primera en la familia 
en la universidad. Nostros estariamos muy orguUosos. Eres 
una nifia muy buena y yo se que vas a ser muy bien en tu 
carrera. 

Lo que mas me duele es que estoy en este lugar sin 
ningiin motivo porque estoy culpada que yo no hice. Tengo 
casi un mes aqui y extrafio mucho a mi familia. Amo a mis 
padres porque ellos son los numero uno en todo el mundo. 

From The Beat: Tal vez no hayas hecho nada pero esto te paso por andar 
con la gente equivocada y en el lugar equivocado. Se nota mucho el 
talento que tienes al escribir. No desperdicies ese don. No desperdicies 
la oportunidad que tus padres y la vida te pueda dar porque despues ya 
va a ser muy tarde. Se nota que tienes unos padres que son bien buenos 
los cuales no todos los tienen en esta vida. Hay muchos muchachos que 
desearian tener un par de padres como los que tienes. Si la vida te da 
oportunidades, no la desaproveches. Piensa un poco en tus padres en 
darle algo de lo que ellos te han dado. :Es tiempo! 



My Parents 



I dropped out of school because my flrst language is Spanish. 
It was hard for me when I came here. One of the reasons 
was because I ran away from problems I had with another 
student. 

I made the decision of leaving to Mexico, but I got 
incarcerated. It was a big test in my life being the flrst one 
locked up in my family. 

My whole family is destroyed not because I'm here but 
for the shame I bring to them. They feel that way because I 
used to be a happy girl. I would always smile to anybody, at 
least one smile. 

Now every time I see my mom or dad, I cry because they 
love me so much as I love them. They are all to me, they 
mean my life and they are the best parents of the world. 

I remember that they always said, "my daughter, check 
this out, right now we can provide the proper education you 
need, take advantage of it. We are very proud of you, but you 
can make us more proud if you go to school and obtain a 
good career. You can be the flrst one from the family in a 
university. We would be very proud. You are a good girl and 
we have a feeling that you can do very well in a career." 

What hurts me most is that I am in this place without 
a purpose because I am charged for something I didn't do. 
I have been here for almost a month and I miss my family. I 
love my parents because they are number one in the whole 
world. 

-Maria San Mateo 
From The Beat: You may be not guilty of charges, but this is what 
happens when you mess with the wrong people and in the wrong spot. 
You have a great talent in expressing yourself. Don't throw away that 
gift. Don't waste the opportunity your parents and life is giving you. It 
obvious that you have great parents something not many have in this 
life. They are may guys who would love to have parents like yours. If 
life is offering you good opportunities, don't mess it up. Think a little 
about your parents in giving them something back of what they have 
been giving you. it% about time. 



Months Ago 
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Four months ago we was at lunch, but there was no 'we" 
at the time. It was just me and my squad, and you and 
your girls. 

But I told myself that by the end of the day you would 
be mine. I just waited for my time to present itself for me, 
to put the title of Wifey on your name, with me next to 
you ...And now it's four months, some weeks and days 
later, and I'm looking at how I get it with you on my side, 
staying Solid with The Kid, even fighting for my name 
with it being unfiltered. 

I'm glad I got somebody to keep it clean ...Anyway I sit 
in this bullshhh of a room and think about all the stuff 
we've done together, from picking you up for school and 
walking you to every class, to just sitting in the bed ...you 
laying on me or me laying on you, talking about what we 
wanna do with or without each other, planning how long 
we want to be together. . . 

But I tell you like this: Long as I got you next to me. . . 
I'm good. 

I don't need or want nothing else. All there is is you, 
so I'm content with being proud and happy with what I 
got. 

So you's a young tender, maybe you might wind up 
with the Prince's last name 'cause to me the way I see it, 
it's that serious. 

I get weak sometimes you say them special words 
which is, "I love you". I do. 

-Lil' Solid, Alameda 

From The Beat: We can tell that the love you and your girl feel for each 
other is real, it shows in the way you write about her. Have you thought 
about what you will BOTH have to change, if you want to stay together 
and build a positive future together? 
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Just One Day 
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Life is a game, so you gotta learn how to play. 

People will talk shhh and put you down in everyway. 

Stop caring bout what everyone say 

do what you gotta do and you'll make it one day. 

One day, two days, a month, a year, or a week 

words trapped inside and now it's time to speak. 

What type of life does everyone seek? 

It ain't locked up where someone will try to take yo 

cheeks, 

this shhh is a lockdown daycare, 

got judges, POs and staff all acting like they care. 

They give us house arrest, ranch or YA acting like they 

fair 

but all they see in me is that paycheck when the stare 

and I stare back looking at 'em like they on crack 

to think I'm a do what they want me to, screw that! 

I'd rather live one day standing up, then a life on my 

knees, 

instead of a life in shades I take just one day free 

to be me, so I could live it my own way. 

Trade a life on the bench for just one down, one play, 

just to get that one chance to make it to the goal 

If only for 24 hours, at least I'd be in control. 

Be able to do what I want without caring about another - 

to be alive for one day instead of feeling dead for all the 

others. 

Imagine seeing the world for real, 

without the cover having real passion 

without having to worry bout a rubber 

Just to have one day - truly living life with my lover. 

-T Bone, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: There are some great lines in this piece. You are skn 
incredibly smart and creative individual T-Bone. How about using your 
powers for good and not evil? 
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La Lealtad De Mi Vato 



Pues mira, yo so la Negra otra vez. Escribieron mi nombre mal, 
pero no hay pedo. Pongansen truchas ahi donde sea que esten. 
Yo voy a escribir sobre la lealtad. 

La persona que yo mas quiero y me he ganado el corazon 
es mi vato Kaval. El para mi es todo. Mi respeto para el. La 
razon como el me gano mi corazon es por la manera como me 
trata y la manera como hace todo. El amor es algo bonito, pero 
tambien uno tiene que dar conflanza, respeto y carifio a el/ella. 
Sin eso una relacion no puede funsionar. Yo y mi vato hemos 
estado juntos por un largo tiempo. Aunque hemos estado 
presos y tenido nuestros argumentos, siempre estamos los dos 
juntos y luchando. 

Lo mas bonito que me Uega de el es que me da mi lugar y 
tambien me apoya en todas las decisiones que necesito hacer. 
Me apoya y eso me alegra. Mis padres no quieren que yo este 
con el, pero yo les digo que no es su decision. Beat, diganme 
como piensan que mis padre me pueden decir que no ande 
con el si el a mi nunca me ha dicho o me ha hecho dafio. Mas 
bien el me apoya, me aconseja en lo bueno cuando hago cosas 
malas. Por eso le Uegado a querer. Yo lo amo un poco, pero no 
todo porque el me ha ensenado que no hay que darle a alguien 
todo el corazon por cualquier cosa. Por que si algo pasa, uno 
puede lebantarse. 

Mis padres nunca han estado ahi por mi; al contrario, ellos 
me han dejado abajo y me dicen cosas que me hacen doler mi 
corazon. Pues si y mi Kavalito nunca me ha dicho a hecho algo 
asi. No voy a mentir, todos no somos perfectos, pero el me ha 
ensenado que puedo conflar en el. 

Al yo estar aqui, el me apoya, me esta esperando, y me 
escribe tambien. Ahora yo voy para Colorado y el me esta 
apoyando mientras mi padre me estan dejando abajo. Por 
eso pienso qie la persona en que conflo es mi marido o como 
ustedes les dicen, mi vato o mi novio. 

Pues a todos ustedes, portensen trucha y luchen porque 
nada en la vida es facil. Hey Kaval, "el especio que guardo por 
ti, nunca morira." 

From The Beat: Es un buen muchacho pero stun sigue cometiendo errores. 
Acuerdate que uno no puede ayudar a la otra persona si no se sk^uAsk por 
si misma y eso es lo que necesita. En la otra mano, no podemos negar que 
aunque el tambien este cometiendo sus errores, el te esta ayudando en 
muchas formas. A lo mejor deberian de x^uAskt%e a estar fibre y sk%i poder 
formar unsk famiiia. Ahora que saigas, deberias de escuchario, skun<\ue el 
siga haciendo lo que haga. Por el momento, el es la unica persona a quien 
tu ie confias y deberias de ponerie atencion a los que quieren lo mejor para 
ti. Tambien creemos que deberias de darte una oportunidad en acercarte 
a tu famiiia. A lo mejor ellos quieren ayudarte y tu le has negado e%sk 
oportunidad. Nada perderas por intentarlo. 



The Loyaltir Of My Boyfriend 



\ 



Well check this out! I am Negra once again. You typed my 
name wrong, but it's OK. Be careful wherever you are. I'm going 
to write about loyalty. 

The person I love most and who has gained my whole heart 
is my boyfriend, Kaval. He is everything to me. My respects 
to him. The way he gained my heart was because of the way 
he treats me, and how he does everything. Love is beautiful, 
but you also have to give trust, respect and caress to him/her. 
Without it, a relationship can not work. My boyfriend and I 
have been together for a long time. Even though we have been 
locked up, and had our arguments, we are always united and 
fighting together. 

The most I like about him is that he respects me and 
supports me in all decision I need to do. He supports me and 
I like that about him. My parents don't want me to be with 
him, but I tell them that this is not their decision. Beat, hear 
me out, how they're going to tell me not to be with him when 
he is the only one who hasn't done or said anything bad to 
me. Instead, he supports me, advise me to do good when I do 
wrong. That's why I got to the point of loving him. I love him 
but not completely because he has taught me not to give out 
all my heart for whatever reason. If something happens, I can 
build myself up. 

My parents have never been there for me; instead, they 
have left me down and tell me things that hurt my heart. But, 
my Kavalito has never done something like that. I'm not going 
to lie, we are not perfect, but he has taught me to have faith in 
him. 

When I'm here, he is still supporting me, he's waiting for 
me and writing to me as well. Now, I am on my way to Colorado 
and he's still there while my parents aren't. That's why I say 
that he is the person who I trust so much. He is my man like 
you say, my boy. 

Well to all, keep yourself safe and fight because nothing 
in life is easy. Hey Kaval, "the space I keep for you, will never 
die. 

-La Negra San Francisco 
From The Beat: He's a good guy, but he's still committing mistakes. 
Remember that you can never help another person until you can help 
yourself first. And that% what he needs. On the other hand, we can't deny 
that he has been a good support to you even though he's in his mess. 
Maybe you both need to be out and support each other to stay out and 
become a family. When you get out, you should listen to them, even if he 
does what he does. As for right now, he's the only support and if he wants 
the best for you, you should listen. We also suggest you to give yourself a 
chance to get closer to your family. Maybe they want to help you, but you 
have ignore this chance. You won't loose anything by trying. 
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The Transformation of An Angry Mind 

I think when you get caught in the system you never get 
out of it. As for me I keep on coming back because I can't 
control my anger and my mind. I really can't blame anyone 
but myself because I'm the one making the mistakes. 

Now I know that the system is corrupted. They lock 
you up for the smallest things. They just look at your past. 
They never really know you - who you really are. They just 
judge you because of your past. In spite of all this I know I 
could pass my ranch program and do well. I'm not saying I'm 
never coming back because you never know what's going to 
happen. But I know to always correct my mistakes whenever 
I make them. I'll suggest for you to be yourself. Don't listen 
to dumb people that get you caught up. The life is out there, 
not in here. Enjoy yourself and your freedom. 

It's cool to hang out with the homeboys, but just know 
the right time and place to be. Don't be a fool. Everyone 
wants to be out and be with some rucas (girls). That's what I 
want when I get out of the ranch. Don't let the tira (cops) get 
you, especially the ones who are racist, because we're brown 
and Chicanos. To all you keep coo' and get out! 

- Elmo One, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: It's not often that a person is so honest with himself 
and we admire that. But we also know that your mind can change, and 
from your writing we know it already is transforming. You give some 
great advice! Just push yourself to put it to action, and things will get 
better. 
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Growing up, in life, I was faced with hostility, 

trapped in this cell and the silence is killing me. 

I remember how it was when I first started school: 

the kids that wasn't the in crowd was subject to ridicule. 

The first lesson you learn is life ain't fair. 

My line since 5th grade was: 'Ninja, step if you dare!' 

'Cause I live my life without shame fear or guilt, 

the strong survive while the weak get robbed beat and killed. 

I've seen too much in this life to believe injustice, 

done did enough time here so I'm like screw this. 

I'd rather just stay free with the people I love, 

instead of in here where everyone's tryna be a thug. 

Ninjas tryin' to show that they the hardest from the block, 

but the hardest on earth is the ninja lying in a box 

cause in here all you got is yo' brain and yo' fists, 

trapped in this modern day slavery getting told when we can 

eat or piss but we know this not the life we are condemned to. 

If you think this shhh's ok, then you's a goddamn foo'. 

By accomplishing in life is the only way to beat 'em. 

Just do what you gotta do so you can get yo' freedom 

-T Bone, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: We are continually impressed with your ability to drop 
knowledge in precise rhymes. You put up a tough exterior but the soul 
of a true poet is always sensitive. 
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Fitted In A Safe Environment 

To me fits are important and my liood is important. 
But I would ratiier iiave a safe neigiiboriiood tiian iiave 
material things. If your neighborhood is safe and nice 
then that would make you already fitted ~ fitted in a safe 
environment. 

If you got nice material things in a safe environment 
then you don't got to be worried about being jacked. Being 
fitted can get you jacked and killed for but being in a safe 
environment. Your things in your house can be safe in a 
safe environment but not in a run down, housing project 
environments. 

But me, I cause problems in my hood. I don't rob 
people or houses in my hood but I vandalize and cause 
problems with the society one way or another I got a lot 
of nice material things and I also wear it around my hood. 
The thing is that I live in a safe hood so I don't got to 
worry about being jacked for my fiossy things. 

I don't go walking around an unknown hood though... 
that's like saying that I wanted to be jacked. Safe 
environments are good in many ways less crimes, you 
can show off your things in public, and there are less 
worries about shhh... 

-Insane Viet, Alameda 

From The Beat: You say you are a problem in your hood - where does 
that come from? Is it the people you run with, stn older brother? Do 
you think you will be a "problem" when you get out? Because to be 
honest, from what we've seen of you, we'd be happy to have you sk% a 
neighbor! 
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Dii't let Nibil) Tell tee, Veu Cee't De SeieUlei \ 

Man, all I got to say is stop doing what you doing. 

Stop getting locked up, 

I know it's hard 'cause it's hard for me. 

I keep telling myself that I'm not going to get locked up. 

This first time and only time. 

Then I get locked up again and again, 

now I've been here six times in the past year. 

I don't like coming to jail, I hate it; 

but for some reason I don't stop 

doing the things that gets me locked up. 

Now when I get out I'm about to try and go to school and 

do good. But like I said all the other times: "will it work 

now?" 

I don't know. 

The only thing that's changed is that I'm doing it 

for my Mom not for me. 

-Cody, Alameda 

From The Beat: Cody, we feel where you're coming from. We know it's 
difficult but the thing is you have to want your freedom bad enough to 
stop doing the things that keep landing you in jail. Juvenile Hall, like 
all the other incarceration facilities aren't geared to rehabilitate you... 
you have to do that your self. Ask your Mom for help. Tell her exactly 
what you just wrote on this piece. It doesn't hurt to ask for help. That's 
showing and not just saying that you want to stop going to jail. Feel 
where we're coming from and make the change. It's all about what you 
want for yourself. Out side of that, no one can do anything for you until 
you start doing for you. 
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I Dnesn't Matter 



Trying to watch my sister get older 

But in the streets I'm a solider 

If I had a chance to take her to the moon up on my shoulders 

believe I will 

But now I could get killed, 

I'm sorry mom and dad but life is just too unreal 

To my perception I got to carry a weapon 

Beanie pulled over my face with a loaded up smith & Wesson 

It's a shame that living isn't a game 

I lost too many friends and now my life isn't the same 

I'm insane cause drugs took over my brain 

I wish I was joking but right now I'm a not playing no games 

I got tears on my face 

literally praying to the Lord so maybe he can help me 

change all my ways 

& forgive my sins 

I got post traumatic stress & tiiis shit still don't end... 

until now. 

-Lil' Spooker 

From The Beat: We appreciate you putting it down like that, Lil Spooker, 
not putting those additives and preservatives on it to try to sound 
tough... just saying it like it is for you. We feel where you're coming 
from and we hear you. Get at us when we come through and we'll talk, 
for real-for real! Know that. 
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I lost too maffif friends and now ifttf 

life Isn't the same 



\ 



Wherever I live it doesn't matter. As long as I got a place 
to be in it don't matter where it's at. All I need is a white 
tee and a black tee and some Corteze's on my feet and a 
hoodie and some Dickies and that's it. 

For my transportation I get around by foot. It don't 
matter what spot I'm living in because I can take care 
of myself and my folks anyhow. And I don't really be 
worrying about clothes because that's just me. I do care 
about my patna's, my lady, and my family and that's that. 
Forget everything else. 

-Lil' Kiwi 

From The Beat: So, some Cortez's, a hoodie, some dickies and a couple 
of tee% and you're all good, huh? Sounds like you're "worried" about 
clothes. On top of that, what about stn education so that you can get 
a nice paying job so that you can support yourself without committing 
crime and going to jail? You might want to add a few items of clothing 
to that outfit you pieced together. 



\ \ \ \ 



Dnn't Run! 



X 
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Hello! This is Baby Og main, and I'm 18, and I'm a dad. 
All I wanted to say is if you in camp, don't run. Because I 
had run from camp before and now I'm back, but I was on 
the run for 8 months and when I got caught I went to the 
big house -- Santa Rita and that shhh ain't koo'. 

So I thank the judge for sending me back to camp and 
giving me a chance to be back at camp. So just do the 
time man. But now I got four-and-a-half- months to go and 
when I get out I start work with pops in landscaping. 

-Baby Og 

From The Beat: It's good to hear you got that second chance, and we 
hope the other readers will hear what you have to say. What was it like 
up in Rita - that is also something the Beat audience needs to hear! 
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Amazing 



It's completely amazing how fast life passes by 

So fast, how things happen in a blink of an eye. How 
one day you str living a normal life and the next you are 
in jail or are waking up trying to adjust to living your life 
so differently. It's funny. 

I just miss you and love you. 

I don't know what else to say. 

I don't even feel like I'm locked up in county pinks, 
I feel as if I'm locked up away from your love, being 
punished and neglected. I think about you more than 
I think about even the reality of being stripped for my , 
clothes, shoes, money. | 

-Tori 

From The Beat: Will the memory of this time of loneliness be enough to 
keep you out of trouble and out of jail? We hope so.... 
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Never Ever-Ever Coining BaGi( 
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I believe it's hard to get out of the system because when 
you leave here they put you on probation, so they're 
expecting you to follow rules, but it's hard for people to 
break what they've been doing all their life. 

The way I look at it, there's no way you want to be 
living in the hall. You only get to see your parents, and 
not everyday, but on the day they assign you. That's 
enough to keep me from wanting to come back, or ever 
putting myself in a situation that may bring me back to 
this place. I mean, life doesn't stop on the outs just 
because a person goes to jail. Your friends still gonna 
do them, they're still gonna go to functions and get high. 
Life doesn't stop. This isn't a place I can see myself living 
for years, or months, or even weeks. So if all I have to do 
is follow rules, abide by the law, then I'm willing to give 
up smoking, hanging with my friends, etc. Because when 
you're in jail you do your time by yourself, not with you 
friends, not with your parents, by yourself. So you have 
to do what's good for yourself. Do you 'cause I'm for sure 
gonna do me. 

-Taco 

From The Beat: We're glad to hear you write this Taco. You are a talented 
writer and a smart young woman, if you can stay focused on school and 
your future, and stop getting high and hanging out, we know you could 
do great things. 



Hope in tlie Wrong Way 



Hope. People hope for a lot of stuff... like me, I hope I 
get out of jail, I hope make it to the league. I hope I have 
a wife and two kids. 

Hope, hope, hope... people like us hope in the wrong j 
way. 

For example: People hope they get out of jail, but 
they're fighting, and disrespecting staff! 

-P 

From The Beat: Good point. "Hope" is important, but it isn't enough. We 
have to do more than hope, we also have to change what we do, if we 
want to have any control over our future. 







Hiw Ti Maiage life 
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I would teach the younger me how to manage life, like 
respect elders, don't trust younger people unless they 
are close family, and manage money. I wish someone 
would of never told me to go to jail, hop in a "stolo" with 
a "juvie", and never save someone else who doesn't give 
a hell about you. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: These are all great bits of wisdom -we just wish you'd 
remembered to sign your name! Next time! 



XI 



Fitted 
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I rather be fitted everyday and driving a nice car. It don't 
matter how home is because home is always home. It's 
better to come out fitted then to come dirty and tore up. 

-Lookin' Good 

From The Beat: What iwe meant by home, we meant in a safe 
neighborhood. What if your home was in the middle of Baghdad? Would 
you still be fitted and drive a nice car when bullets are gonna be flying 
over yo' head all day everyday? This is a serious question. Wouldn't you 
rather be in a safe area? What good would your fancy clothes and cars 
be if you might get shot?! You won't be able to live or enjoy none of 
those materialistic things. 



Hungry Fnr Freednm 



I can't wait until I get out. One reason why is because of 
the food. The other reason is because of the close doors 
that were behind. 

When I get out the first place I'm going to go is KFC. 
I'm going to eat until I'm over stuffed. When I eat in here 
I'm never full. I'm always asking for seconds. Sometime 
I get it sometimes I don't. Oh well, I'm not going to die. 
And the second place is Hometown Buffet. The reason I'm 
going to go there is because you can eat all you want until 
you full. And that's why I can't wait until I get out. 

-M 

From The Beat: Is that all you're planning on doing once you get out? is 
food your only priority that you have? Why don't you make staying out 
of the halls a priority that way you don't ever have to come back and eat 
this nsk%ty J-Hall food, and you can eat all the KFC you want all day? 






Trying To Get Dot For Good 

It is hard to get out the system, because after you commit 
that first crime you do the time then, and then there are 
things that stay attached to you such as probation, house 
arrest, community service. 

These attachments make it hard to stay out because 
there are things like income and stuff you have to 
maintain. How are you supposed to get a job and make 
money to prepare yourself for the real world. What if 
you have to stay in the house because of house arrest 
or you can't work past eight o'clock because probation 
got a curfew on you. And weekends are a good time to 
make money because you are not in school but you can't 
because community service has you working eight to 
four. 

-IVIalik 

From The Beat: it's true, it must seem like a set-up when all these 
obstacles get in your way. But if you have a cool P.O. and you can prove 
to him that you've found a job or a program, your P.O. might cut you • 
break. So long sk% you are dedicated to using your time positively. 



It's Hard To Get Out 



J L 



It's hard to get out the system, because temptations 
are out there. If you're around people that negatively 
influence you, you're going to make negative decisions. 

I said the last time I was in here, "I'm never coming 
back,". But once I got out to the block, I was doing the 
same stuff... hanging around the same crowd, being my 
old self. It's not necessarily peer pressure, it's the love for 
my ninjas, and the things I do for them to be successful 
and make positive decisions. 

Stop doin' the things you're doing. Try to better 
yourself and think before you do something ...and stop 
using excuses. My dad said excuses are like assholes, 
everybody gots one. 

-Dough Boy 

From The Beat: Your dad sounds like a wise man. What other bits of 
advice has he given you? And which advice have you followed (or 
not)? 
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Hard To Stay Out - Look At IVIe! 



gets you I 
/e said mv ■ 



Why it's hard to stay out. Because the system gets you 
into a hole; A hole that you can't get out of. I've said my 
second time coming in here I wasn't coming back. But 
now it's my fourth and last time coming to Juvenile Hall. 

-Lir James 

From The Beat: You're right the system gets you in a hole. But it's up 
to you to dig yourself out and not dig a deeper hole. If you know you 
on probation, you need to be on your toes about things like that. That 
means that you have to follow all the terms of your probation, and on 
top of that you can't break the law. You're gonna get your chance to do 
what ever you vtskttnsk do, but first you have to follow the law and get 
off probation. 



_L 



Wli]f Are You Scared To Leave Your Mom 
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Because it is always hard to leave the one you love so 
much and brought you into this world. And all my little 
brothers that look up to me and wonder where I'm at 
and my mom tells them that I'm at the (Disneyland) on 
vacation but my I want to be at home teaching them all 
the good things that they are supposed to know and stop 
having to lie to them that I'm in juvenile hall. 

-Ronald 

From The Beat: It is hard leaving the ones we love. We grow to be too 
attached to our family sometimes. You're no where in Disneyland right 
now but you have to make the best of your stay there in the halls. Take 
this time to reflect on life and realize what^ more important. You have 
a family that needs you out there so you need to be more mature and 
careful with the decisions you make. Learn from this experience and 
when you get out you can show all your little brothers the right way 
to go. 



Fits Fur Me! 



I think I would rather have the fits then the hoods. I 
would have better self esteem if I had the fits. I feel 
neighborhoods can change in time but your appearance 
should always look decent. I feel it is more important to 
have confidence in your self than your neighborhood. 
That's what I feel. 

-Fitted 

From The Beat: That's skn interesting opinion and we respect that. But 
we meant to %9i^ what would you rather choose? A safe neighborhood 
away from all the negativity like gun fights, people getting robbed, 
because not all neighborhoods have all those kind of things. You can 
still look clean, and have self-esteem without expensive fits. Self-esteem 
is something that can't be bought. 



Fit Fo' Sure 



I rather have a fit showing a better appearance of me 
then having to live in a messed up hood full of caps of 
destruction. And also when I can be looking clean instead 
of being on the block filthy looking. 

-Jo 

From The Beat: We don't really get what you're trying to say. You want 
to be fitted but you don't want to live in a safe environment or do you? 
Be a little more specific next time. 



Wiio Do You iVIiss iVIost Ou Tiie Outs Aud Why? 

I wish on the outs because I'm free and I haven't been 
out in a minute and I miss my family the most, because 
they been there for me and come visit me and my patnas, 
'cause we been though thick and thin and they come first 
too, cause they is my family and I miss them all. 

I miss eating all the food I want and when I want 
instead of eating this nasty food and staff telling me when 
to eat. 

-Unknown 

From The Beat: Don't forget to sign your name next time you ivrite for 
us (though of course we hope there is no next time, because we want 
you to stay free.) 



I Hate This Piace 
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I hate this place cause you can't do nothing. And you 
have to be in a room with four walls most of the day. And 
you get out when someone tells you to and you take a 
shower when someone tells you too. 

-Mikey 

From The Beat: We would probably hate that too. But you brought 
yourself here. Next time you think about getting in trouble think about 
all those things before you do it. Remember each time you get and keep 
coming back it's gonna be more time and more time. 



Aifl't Never Beeu a KuugI( 



When people hear about my drug use they think 'she's 
a knock,' but you know how I get my money? By grindin' 
on the block. Ain't goin' around, beggin', pickin' up 
bottles... Some of the top drug users are the world's 
top models. You'll never know they do it, they hide it 
so good, I even see people's mamas yea comin' through 
my 'hood. I'm sellin' them this coke, they givin' me they 
dough, come back an hour later and ask me for some mo'. 
I hook them up chunky, a reason to come back, 'cause 
my desire is they money and they desire is this crack. So 
yea I sell drugs, and sometimes pop pills, but you can't 
tell me shhh, you not the one who pays my bills! 

I got caught up with a lot of bad people but I don't 
regret it. I do almost every drug, I smoke and short coke, 
smoke meth, pop pills and that's about it. But like I said, 
I don't regret it. 

-SkitUes 

From The Beat: We are curious to hear why you don't regret it... Why is 
that? Do you regret coming to jail? If not, why? 



Get Ynur Shhh Right 
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I am young and sweet. 

Pretty and petite. 

Big headed with a mouthful of words to speak. 

You might think I am conceited but trust I have every 

reason. 

I hit the books. 

Play the field but still know how to make a man feel. 

I cook, I clean. 

Lord knows I don't smell like onion rings. 

I am Sexy and Sophisticated so don't hate 

Get on my hype and get your shhh right! 

-Sexy and Sophisticated 

From The Beat: We always enjoy your writing, iwe hope you keep writing | 
when you get back on the outside... I 



mi Ibigt Bespect 
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All I should've done was stayed in school. Instead, I 
messed up and stopped going. Now look where I'm at, up 
in jail, a place where I should not be. 

All I was doing is being disrespectful to my parents, 
not listening and not working. Only if I would've stayed 
home instead of running the streets now I'm here with 
the Beat Within. What's good? Nothing, chilling ready to 
leave this place and start anew. Begin working all over 
again and respect my parents. I know it hurts them to see 
me locked up. That's something they don't want to see. 
But when I get out they will see the new me. 

-Scooby 

From The Beat: Disrespecting your parents and not listening will 
probably go hand in hand on buying you a ticket to Juvenile hall for 
sure. But you have learned from your mistakes sk% you have already 
mentioned all the things you need to do so you can get your freedom 
back and keep it. You can't dwell on the past now, all you can do is learn 
from it. And make the necessary changes that you need to make so you 
can be sin all around better person. Go back to school, go work, and do 
what you need to do to stay out trouble. 
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I'm Free 



^' f 



My tears could fall and my head could drop, but it won't. 
Fm gonna strive to surviving, keeping my head up high. 
Fm gonna succeed, Fm never gonna plead mo' money, 
never dependin' on anybody honey... Haha I thought you j i 
knew fool, Fm a female hustler. I thought you understood I I 
even though you never thought I could. I told you I would! 
Fm always gonna be a solid G, yes behind bars until Fm 
set free... 

-Lil' DoUface 

From The Beat: And then what happens when you are free? If you keep 
your act sk% a female hustler, you are gonna be back behind bars real 
soon. ..What are other ways you could succeed? What are other things ■ 
you enjoy doing in this life? I 
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The Sifstem 

I think that people keep coming back because they think 
they can beat the system. Or the police be on they case 
all the time since they first got locked up. Or they keep 
doing what they doing and try doing different things from 
the times he got caught doing it but ends up still getting' 
caught up. 

I think some people might like coming to the hall 
and others are just getting caught up when they have 
something better to do then to come to jail. I bet anybody 
does; being in school, family, or they girl, or even 
maintaining a job. 

-T 

From The Beat: You're right whatever the reason it is why people come 
back it is not good enough. This jail business is not a good one. You 
can't make a career out of this lifestyle. Sooner or later y'all gone have 
to grow up and pay bills like rent, food, clothes, and being in jail can't 
pay none of that. You have to think about your future, and get your 
priorities straight! 



Never Comino Back 



X 



What's up Beat? This is your homeboy Chikillo. Well 
Fm gonna write about why people be coming back to the 
hall. 

People be coming back because they catch a new 
charge like me. I said I wasn't gonna come back in here 
Fm doing big time because I caught a new charge. 

I'm gonna go to CYA in a couple of weeks. I go to court 
soon, so the judge could tell me how much time Fm gonna 
have to do. 

Well Beat this vato is gone. Alratos. 

- Chikillo 

From The Beat: We ivonder ivhy after spending some time in jail, would 
you want to go out and get into more trouble by catching new charges? 
Why did you catch new charges? Was it worth it? 

■ 

Material Things Don't Bring Happiness \ 

I often see people with nice clothes and nice cars, before 1 
they would put money in their homes. But some people 
don't realize it because they are so fascinated with the 
material things. 

Like my cousin he spent all his money on his car, and 
by doing that he lost his house and over time he lost all 
his cars now, because he was spoiled all his life. 

Now his mother is dead, he don't know what to do 
because he never paid attention to no one but his self, 
and now he ask me for stuff. 

-Jamir 

From The Beat: Some people get blinded by the gold and they think that 
money is everything. And not only money itself but all the ridiculous 
things that you can buy with it. Money can't buy loyalty, respect, or 
friends, or family. Some people gotta learn the hard way. Your cousin is 
lucky to have someone like you. TVy to teach him something. 



U 



Anotiier Homegirl 
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What's up with you Beat? Mc.Lol, nothin' much just 
being locked up. For those who don't know me, my name 
is LiF Dollface. Fm from Hayward... 

Me, well I guess you can say Fm dedicated to where 
Fm from. That's why Fm here! But hopefully I get out in 2 
days instead of getting my maximum which is 5-15 years. 
But I have a good judge and a good PO so maybe I might 
get lucky, maybe not... only God knows... 

I got faith though so yea.... Stay up and stay strong, 
stay solid at all times. Don't trip, the system can't keep 
you forever! Much love and respect. I'm out Beat! 

-Lil' Dollface 

From The Beat: We wish you luck. We want to see you show some 
dedication to yourself and your freedom.... You deserve to lead a good 
life on the outside. 



Bout To Be But 
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Man, what's up Beat? This ya' boy LiF Tay. Man Fm back 
in this thang. Fm 'bout to get out this thang in a minute. 
So it's good. For y'all that know me get at me on the outs 
on My Space. 

-Lil' Tay 

From The Beat: We think it's great that you're about to be out. What are 
your plans when you get out? Are you planning on not coming back i 
anymore? How are you gonna go about accomplishing that? I 



I Will Have Hid Hln 



\ 



If I could write a letter to my younger self I would have 
told him that running the streets and going to jail that 
doesn't mean that I have too. 

I would have told him that without an education you 
ain't nothing in this world. 

I would have told him not break in that house on July 
31 2007 because that was the day I got into the system 
from all the time because the streets aint safe at 1:00am 
for a little 12 year old. 

-A new me 

From The Beat: Man that's something to say to yourself. You made a few 
mistakes dude. It's never too late to try to get stn education. You can still 
get a GED and go to college. It's up to you though. T^y following your 
own advice right now cause it might work. You can't erase your past but 
the decisions you make noiv will decide your future. 
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Material Things 



For the generation nowadays, material things are 
what's most important, because we are too unhappy 
with ourselves. So we look to other things to cover 
up our littleness and all the things that we hate about 
ourselves. 

To my young self, stop the madness 'cause it's bad for 
your health. Keep it up and you will be a memory or like 
a book that's on display on a shelf. 

-Unhappy detainee 

From The Beat: You bring up a very good point! Why do you think people 
turn to materialistic things to make them feel better when in reality all 
we need is our loved ones by our side? Material things come and go, and 
but friends, family members, and loved ones can never be replaced! I 



Changlno 



x 



Changing my ways when I get out I'm gone change my 
ways. How I think and who I be around. 

-Lil' Ken 

From The Beat: That's a big step for you to take if you really want to 
change your life. Changing how you think is not gonna be easy. You 
want to change the people you hang around with too, you're gonna get 
pressured. We hope that you find the strength and determination to do 
what you need to do to get out the system and move on with your life. 
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Off The Focus 



I think I have been forced to choose the nice neighbor 
hood because of my Mom and not {to be} fitted because I 
really wasn't Mr. fresh. My whole life I looked pretty grimey 
'till recently. I started wearing the nicer clothes I had and 
picking out more church like clothes and actually started 
going to church looking nice. 

I tell myself not to stop doing Kuk Sool Won which 
was this Martial Arts thing I took up when I was little. 
Before I got my black belt I turned fifteen so I had to learn 
like 100 more techniques/moves 'cause I was old enough 
for adult classes even though I already passed the black 
belt test. I was right were I needed to be, but the teacher 
left a message on my phone talking about: "if you want to 
pick up your black belt and walk its alright with me" so 
I said screw that ninja and took up smoking a year after. 
I should have worked it out with him but instead I didn't 
show back up because the kids in his black belt calss 
wasn't shhh anyway. 

-Trainer 

From The Beat: First off, Kuk Sool ^Nun isn't just for physical training... 
it's also designed to discipline you mentally. Martial Arts is about 
prolonging ones life internally sk% well sk% externally if necessary, it all 
starts in your mind, which is why you're trained to sit in horse stance 
for so long iwhen you first begin training: Mental discipline. When you 
disrespected your Sifu you basically demonstrated that you weren't 
mentally where you were supposed to be sk% a Blade Belt. Knowing the 
forms is one thing... controlling your anger is something else. You know 
that. Focus up and get yourself back on the path. You know what you 
need to do. 
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No Cominy Back 
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to deal with it no more. 



I won't be coming back to the hall after this. I know this 
'cause I'm turning 18 pretty soon all I got to do is stay 
focused on getting back home to my lil girl. 

Camp suppose to come swoop me pretty soon so I 
plan on pimping it. I'm gonna do it for my baby. 

I feel played cause I should have gone home but it's 
all good. 

I've got a chance ya feel me? Other than that I would 
like to tell all y'all locked up to get out there and be cool. 
Stay out the way, all they doing is filling up these jails 
with all the solid ones left. Keep it solid through your 
time and stand tall through it all. 

-Mousie 

From The Beat: Do what you need to do so you can go home to your 
lil' girl. You have stn opportunity don't waste it because you are not 
gonna get too many of those. Don't try to pimp the system just do what 
you need to do to go home to your lil' girl. When you get out focus on 
staying out 'cause there aint no such thing sk% pimping the system, you 
either trapped in the system, or you're working for them. But you can't 
be locked up and pimping it. So get out the system so you won't have 



Love Live Life 



Ok my leather so soft but don't think I ain't hard 

Girl say Boo Boo make it rain I say girl I ain't God 

But I am God's son but you know I ain't Nas 

See he got a style that even I can't find 

And man some shhh be so hard I be like that whip ain't 

mine 

And if it ain't no 24's on that whip it ain't mine 

And if you ninjas talking fun well man it's party time 

I take three to the head love live life and I'm dead 

Active team can't join 'em beat 'em 

Where hell is robin leech when you need em. 

-Boo Nasty 

From The Beat: Good word play but love, live and life. You don't really 
touch up on none of that in your flow. We can dig your 24's on your 
whip, or making it rain but where does stny of that fall into love live 
life? Where's the love at? 
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Not Coming 
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Coming back I don't think I'll be coming back because 
I got different ways of getting money instead of robbin' 
people. 

Also I'm wise. So that's another reason and I'm going 
to try not to be taking hella risks to bring myself back. 

-Goon 

From The Beat: Well we hope that you're wise enough to not get into 
skny more trouble, it's not worth it to be risking your freedom or your . 
life just for a few dollars. I 
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Update 



What's up Beat.. This is your boy Crazy, writing you once 
again. I don't got nothing to write about so I'm gonna chop 
it up with y'all. Your boy is probably getting released in 
like 2 to 3 weeks to ROP. 

You know your ninja is going to pimp that shhh! I just 
can't wait until I touch the town, you feel me? Everyone, 
keep your head up like me. your boy is out! 

-Crazy 

From The Beat: We hope that when you do touch the Town, you don't 
do it recklessly - we want to see you walk proud and positive, tall on 
the concrete, not crashing into it. 
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War Zone: Oaldand Part 1 
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Take a step in the war zone 

Where the war be on 

Cats beating like a cyclone 

And nobody let bygones be bygones 

And cats fight for 

The comers on my phone 

Hitting the wrong corners 

Can lead to slugs in my bones 

Or innocent bystanders 

One is a seven-year old 

And his ice cream cone 

In my section, cats be 

Short life prone 

Mind corrupt from weed and Patron 

And no matter what 

Life styles stay wrong 

They say home is where the heart is 

And its still damn well my home 

Take a step in the war zone 

Where the war be on... 
(four-walls Entertainment) 

-T-Rex 

From The Beat: So here's the question soldiei^poet/the streets are greedy 
and we know you know it/you say home is where the heart is/and you 
know what the messed up part is/it^ up to the residents/not the mayors 
or presidents/to switch up the actions/not split warring factions/end 
the killings and the bloodshed/where your boys end up in the mud 
dead/Peace is spelled with stn e-a-c/it can't be said if you spell it i-e. 



Never Comino ln\ 



I know I'm not never coming back here when I get out. 
All I did was make a simple mistake, and when I'm on the 
outs I always do the right thing. 

Jail is not cool at all... the food, the way they treat 
you, and being locked up in your rooms all day. And when 
I get out I'm going to college and getting a job. 

So those who go and come back don't choose to do 
the right thing. So it's really not hard to stay out the 
system. 

-Teddy 

From The Beat: it's good to hear all this positivity and conviction from 
you, Teddy. Now will you tell u% what kind of plan you've put together 
to make sure this happens? 
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Getting Out the System 

Its not hard for me to get out of the system because 
this my first time in juvenile hall. And I know that many 
people say they never going to come back yet they do 
come back. It's because I am going to go back to my old 
ways as in going back to my basketball and doing good in 
school and listening to my parents. 

The main reason why I'm not coming back to juvenile 
hall is because I have two little sisters to take care of, and 
my mother too because she's sick. 

-Clay Dizzle 

From The Beat: We're glad that this is your first time in here and you've 
realized that it's not coo' being in here. Obviously you have some great 
responsibilities. You have a lot of people depending on you. It's gonna 
be hard but you have to stay focused. And remember that you have two 
sisters, and your mom to look out for. Stay positive, go to school, do 
sports, and take care of your family. 
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Mislel 
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I'm sitting in the hall with freedom all in my mind 

Wanting to do better when I finish my time 

After this here ai't gonna be no Juvenile Hall 

But if I keep doing crime I'll land behind some more 

walls Something like Santa Rita, San Quentin {or} 

Pelican Bay. 

But {to} hell with all that {'cause} I'm a find me a way 

To post up on the block still blowing on grapes 

With the homies sippin Henny, jumping out of a scrape 

So lets get it straight. I'm a boss ya dig 

Wit' crime on my mind plus I do it real big. 

Eat so much I can't ever starve 

And I play wit' my nose just like Messy Marv 

Bang hard, tote pepper and I smoke on phillies 

Girls say that I'm silly, so I'm on like what's really 

I got the sauce for you baby but I ain't talking about 

chili. Yarrrraimean if you want and I also got phillies. 

-Gumby 

From The Beat: You started off cool but fell off when you contradicted 
yourself. How can you possibly dodge the prisons you mentioned if 
you're out on the block with the homies drunk and high out of your 
mind with weed on you talking about committing a murder? Yaddamean? 
Wake up dude... that act is played out. 



Can't Make The Hood Look Good! 

I choose fits because, why not look good in the hood 
you can't make the hood look good, so why not look good 
when you in it. 

-Lookin' Good 

From The Beat: This is stn incredibly interesting and insightful thing to 
%«y. Next time sign your work so you can get the credit! 



Violated 
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If it was my chance to come back or to stay out, I 
wouldn't be here. Nobody wants to stay up in this place. 
But the reason why I think I came back was my PO. He 
asked a lot from me. I didn't listen like everybody else on 
probation. But it's all good. 

Don't do the crime if you can't do the time. I don't 
know if I'm coming back - hopefully not. But it took two 
months for me to come back. I wonder how long I'll stay 
out the next time. Only time will tell. 

-Bzie 

From The Beat: Many people ask a lot of u%, like counselors and 
probation. It's a challenge of everyday life. But it's a challenge we can 
VL%e to succeed and overcome our struggles. Reach for strong goals. 
Demand much excellence of yourself. Know that you might not make it 
that high, but you'll land somewhere near the top. Only time will tell 
where you'll be in the future, but it's you who decides ultimately what 
your future will be. 
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Having a nice home is a nice thing. Being fitted is a good 
thing too. So I would have to have both them. 

-Abcg 

From The Beat: You're right we'd probably take both also. But which one 
would you prefer? 
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Nit tiling laik 

It's not hard for me to get out of system because this is 
my first time in here. If they gave me another chance I 
wouldn't be back in here. Instead be out living my life. 

Well if they release me and give me another chance 
I wouldn't be back in here. Instead of being out with the 
same people, I'm going to hang out with different people. 
I'm going to hang with smarter people instead of stupid 
people that's gone get you locked up. 

For instance I was with some one and they did 
something stupid and now I got to serve 7 years at CYA. 

It's hard for some people get out the system when 
people only have to do a couple of months. When they get 
out they gone do the same thing. But if they was doing 
years I'll bet that they would not be doing the same thing 
when they get out. You can be successful by getting out 
and set goals for yourself and do positive things. I'm never 
coming back. 

-Lil' Kev 

From The Beat: Damn what did you learn from this experience so far? 
You're right though some people don't learn because they've never done 
or faced hard time. But why do you think people only learn that way? 
Why can't they learn from other people's mistakes? Sometimes people 
don't learn from jail. Sometimes it takes death, and that^ probably the 
ultimate lesson that doesn't teach anything. How can we all educate 
each other, 'cause in the end, we all part of the same system? And 
everybody keeps repeating the next man's mistakes, instead of learning 
from them. How can iwe all learn? 
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Doiflo Things Right 

What's up with The Beat Within? 

Well today I'm bout to tell y'all about a story when I 
was young. 

When I was young I was playing football for the San 
Francisco Seahawks. And it was fun back then but now it 
feels like my whole life just change. 

Now I'm just living my life in the hall right now for a 
little bit, but it's good. I will touchdown in a little bit. 

Now when I get out it's 'bout to be changing plans. 
I'm 'bout to be doing the right things instead of doing the 
things that's going to get me caught up. But I'm gone now 
peace out. 

-Vonta 

From The Beat: We're glad to hear you talk like that. We hope you have 
realized that doing things that's gonna get you caught up ain't worth 
it. Being locked up isn't fun, it doesn't help you get ahead in life, and 
you're definitely not gonna make any money while you're locked up. . 



Fits Or Hood 
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What's good Beat, this yo' boy Marco, listen to this. 
Every day I gotta stay looking nice but never put my 
clothes over mom, the hood, or my house but I still gotta 
stay fitted when I step out. I gotta stay with a nice fit 
everyday. 

Sometimes I keep on the same thang. That's what 
happens when you on the grind. You don't think about 
house choices when you trying to shine. 

-Jamarco 

From The Beat: Why sometimes do you have to risk all on the grind? 
Wake up and realize that hustle is a straight dead-end. 
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Getting Out Of The System X 

It's hard to get out the system 'cause they don't never 
want to see you do good so they be messing with you for 
no reason. 

-Abcg 

From The Beat: Who doesn't want to see you do good? You can't be 
tripping off the system. You need to worry about yourself and following 
all those rules and regulations of your probation so you can get off 
probation and stop dealing with the system. 




Hard To Get Out Tiie Crimioal Justice System x 

The reason why a lot of people in juvenile hall never 
get out the criminal justice is because when they get out 
they don't know how to act. They just get out and do the 
same thing without thinking about their actions. 

Also, there are no jobs for young people our age so 
people look towards a life of crime because they have 
nothing to lose. 

-Clay Dizzle 

From The Beat: Man, you bring up some validated points. You're right 
though a lot of young people don't know how to act and the system 
doesn't do a good job on showing them how to act, or how to get skills 

people are unmotivated and don't have the confidence to take action 
to look for a job, but there^ plenty of jobs out there for whoever is 
interested in making legit money. 










To My Little Srother \ 

What's up Beat? It's yo' boy Turk. I tell my lil brother 
just look at me and my life. And don't make the same 
mistakes I made and he will win in life. 





I -Turk 

From The Beat: What kind of advice do you have for your brother ivhen 
he wants to follow in your footsteps? You're his role model. He looks up 
to you. You have to lead by example. You can tell him one thing but if 
he %ee% you doing bad stuff he's gone do it too. 



To My Young Self 
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If I could have had some one to talk to me when I was 
younger I would want them to tell me never quit nothing, 
and for them to have me focus on being intelligent. And 
I would want them to help me to stay in sports so when 
I hit high school I can be a great athlete, and I would tell 
myself to not trust anyone. And I would tell myself not to 
get caught in the system. 

-Mousie 

From The Beat: That's some pretty good advice for a young man. But 
what about a hardheaded young person who doesn't want to listen? 
What would you tell yourself now? It's never too late for you to follow 
that advice. 



Ain't Goona Live to See 

Me I would rather go buy a house and put furniture all 
through it. But I see why people buy fancy cars and big 
rims. Because people might think they ain't gone live to 
see the next day. 

That's why people try and floss and shhh. 

-Ricky 

From The Beat: Interesting take. 
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A Nice Home 
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I think living in a nice home is more important than 
having nice clothes and cars. If I have a nice home I can 
have a place to stay and don't worry about where I'm going 
to sleep. And if I have a house I can sell it later for more 
then I bought [it for] and then buy a smaller house and a 
nice car and nice clothes. 

-Home 

From The Beat: That^ right... THINK! 



ril Never Forget You Kev 
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This is for those who are wrongly accused. 

Not for the ones that claim to be innocent 

but for the ones that sit in there cell and are innocent. 

As a new born baby them is the real souljas 

I feel y'all pain because we in here 

for either something that someone else did 

but were too real to snitch 

or we in here because of something that was never done 

but the system is just begging to have ninjas locked up. 

Locked up so they get us off the block 

so we can keep money in their pockets. 

All I can say is keep y'all head up and be patient. 

I know some one who done been behind bars 

for eight years for another ninja's mistake 

but they staying solid so just remember others got it 

worst. We gone get ours best believe. 

-Burg 

From The Beat: We're all innocent, one way or another. Some people . 

really do what they gotta do to survive. But we dictate the place we're | I 
at right now. You know that if you're gonna be out there on the street i | 
selling dope, gang-banging, or whatever illegal business you're doing; 
jail, people snitching, cops harassing, comes with the territory. So you 
know what you need to do to avoid all of that. 



Why did you have to leave 

I fell to my knees and asked God Why did you have to go 

I know you up there looking down on me man 

I try to be strong 

I have no jacket and the world is a storm 

Man Kev I remember how we use to hang like it was 

yesterday 

You was like a brother I never had 

When you died I was really sad 

I didn't get to say bye the correct way 

And tell Rob and Dab I said what's up 

Last time I seen you I seen you 

You said you had yours too 

Four days later they say you dead from a gunshot wound 

to the head 

Kev just know I love you Rest In Peace Kevin Sharp 

-Young Mari 

From The Beat: We're glad to hear that you didn't forget about anybody. 
But you also have to learn to let go. You need to be motivated so you 
can show all the people that love you that are looking down on you 
right that you're gonna be successful. This is the 20th piece that you 
mention your peopled passing away. Do you have any good memories l 
that you would like to share? I 
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Two Ouestiofls, Two Aoswers \ 

1. 1 will rather have a good home to live in. THEN I would 
have diamonds on my neck. I like to be fitted all the time, 
but if my home needs it more then I do, then my home 
can have it. 

2. I would tell a kid, stay off the streets. If yo' dad kicked 
you out, then go to someone you know that will take care 
of you, 'cause there's always someone that cares about 
you. Stay in school, stay away from the wrong people, and 
don't let nobody tell you different. 

-Joshua 

From The Beat: The advice you would offer a young kid is all great - do 
you follow it? Have you not followed it in the past? What do you think 
keeps people from following that advice? 
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Rent Or Own, Fits Or Hnnd 
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It doesn't say if the person is renting or own the house. 
If I was renting I would have all the fits and say forget 
putting money into the house because its not mine. And 
I rather spend it on myself, and my family, so we can be 
clean. 

I gotta stay fitted and keep my family fitted up on 
game. But if I own the house I would put my money in 
the house so the value will go up and so I know I have a J 
reliable place to stay and keep my family. 

-Hustla 

From The Beat: We didn't say anything about renting or oiwning the 
house because some of you don't own those projects that you live in 
either. But, the general question -vtsks what would you rather pick and 
you made your obvious choice. What we were really trying to imply is 
if you would rather take the house in a safe neighborhood meaning no 
bullets flying, nobody jacking people, shooting people, and no cops 
harassing, or would you take yo' projects but with nice fits and cars? 
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It's Hirl! 

It is hard to stay out of the system, because there's 
nothing out here in the community. There are no jobs for 
young people so young people look towards a life of crime 
to get money. 

People when they get out they go to the same 
community and same people they left when you go in. 
So people go in the same circle of life. But if you try hard 
to get out the system you can do it. All you need is some 
hope and faith. 

Some people don't have to look after or care about 
anyone else. But I have to look after my father who is very 
sick. 

-Cla3rton 

From The Beat: You're right but if there aren't skn^ jobs then you and 
your community need to bring that to the attention of the city officials. 
You need to fight for the things that you need to get ahead in life. You 
need to fight the good fight. You need to organize the whole hood and 
community so you can let these politicians know that they need to do 
something for your city^ youth. You do need hope and faith but you 
also need heart and determination. 



A New HiDd In 2111 
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What's popping Beat? This is Rolex coming at you once 
again about the fits and hood. 

People that are materialistic will choose the clothes 
and cars. But anybody that wants better will choose the 
house and neighborhood. But a ninja like me gone have 
both 'cause I stay wet. A ninja with dough that's smart. 

I'm gone live in a good neighborhood and a nice house 
and have whips and ice and cake. Yeah though that's how 
I'm going to do when I get out and be cool. I'm gone move y 
to a good neighborhood and get a house and still have 
whips and money and ice. 

You know me, I'll be back in 2011. The kid gone be 
back soon. 

-Rolex 

From The Beat: Well there definitely isn't anything ivrong ivith living 
well. There is nothing wrong with having nice clothes or cars, and nice 
homes. But we hope that you don't have to do anything illegal to get 
any of that because risking your life or your freedom is definitely not 



Smart? 



I should cut my dreds off so I don't be recognized by 
people. I should be smart about all the shhh I be doing. 

-No name 

From The Beat: "Smart" is staying away from people, places and things 
that get you into trouble. Then it wouldn't matter if people recognized 
you or not because you haven't done anything to draw harm to 
yourself. 
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Camp Sweeney 
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What's good Beat, I'm up in Camp now, finally. Just 
trying to stay and to my thing up here so I can get out in 
seven mouths I get to go on my first home visit 2 weeks 
from now, it's hella easy up in here it's just hard not to 
run because I miss all my family and friends I hate how I 
didn't realize everything I had before it was gone but am 
going to learn from this and when I get out I'm, going to 

I do good and handle all my business. 
I'm going to appreciate all the thing I didn't before I 
got lock up like freedom and my family and even school. 
I That's all from me... I'll hit you back up. 

I From The Beat: it's good to hear you have these positive thoughts 
I running through your mind. What will it take to put them into action? I 



I Ran 
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Who's up with it Beat? This yo' boy Lil' Snoopy. I now go 
by Lil' Taz. Well yeah I'm up here in Camp. I came back, 
but now I'm tryna do my time 'cause I ran, and now I'm 
doing my time. 

I ain't tryna run this time though, feel me? I should 've 
never ran. I'm writing just to tell you ninjas not to run 
from camp, group home, etc. 'cause if yo' ass did the 
crime do the time... Because you going do the time one 
day, feel me? Well yeah I'm out. Stay up, don't stress .... 
hit some fudging push ups. 

-Lil' Taz 

From The Beat: What was it that made you break down and run last 
time? And what was it like being on the run? Sounds like you went I 
through a lot. What happened? I 



Hird tetllii Oil 
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I think that it's hard to get out of the system, because 
people is used to doing what they do. I tried to get out the 
system, but I love doing me: smokin' weed, poppin' pills, 
robbin' people. That's why I think I always come back. 

I think to be successful is not coming back and forth 
to jail, is to change your life all the way around. Change 
the people you hang out with. Change the place you stay, 
and stop using drugs. And I think that a person can be 
successful in not coming back to jail. 

-Jh 

From The Beat: To be honest, this piece makes it sound like the pills, the 
robbing, the smoking is all stuff that takes you AWAY from doing "you." 
Because the real you is a person who can be successful and have all the 
things you want. It^ like all that other mess divides you from your true 
self. Don't you want to do the real you? 



Rich Boy And Lil' Many -- Remix \ 

Let me take you to my hood where I was born and 

raised... 

Where people be toting semi-automatics, busting them 

K's. 

Everyone on the streets is harassed by the police, 

Muslims going around preaching so there could be more 

peace. 

World wasn't made for a person to win. 

See the color of your skin gets you put in the pen. 

People doing time for under covers and fake friends. 

It's real how the penitentiary bars will break men. 

People doing time for under covers and fake friends, its 

real how the penitentiary bars will break men. 

-Lil' Mang 

We got one word to say, and we'll say it three times. 
We consider this a preview, and now we're waiting 



From The Beat: 
More! More! Morel 
on the movie. 
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A Better Neigiiiiorliooii 



I would rather have my home painted or rebuilt than 
tend to my personal needs. 

I'd rather be in a better neighborhood so that my 
children are not in the same situation as I am. I believe 
that where you live at would have a great outcome on your 
life. It affects my life cause the people I hanged around. 

Then sometimes I look back and see how I came to be 
and I don't want that for my child. 

-Michael 

From The Beat: We feel you - getting you and the ones you love to a 
safer place is a great goal. How will you achieve it? What^ the first 
step you need to take, thinking long term, to get yourself into a better 



situation? 



Fits Or Hood? 
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I would rather spend my money on a nice spot, with 
an Entertainment system and surround sound and love 
seats. A big king-sized bed with lavender satin sheets and 
clap-on lights and voice-activated music. 

Then I would have olive green furniture and African 
sculptures and paintings. Then when my spot is done, 
my car would be decked out: A 2001 Maximum with 20's 
rims six-disc- CD-changer , and two twelve's with grill 
speakers. 

-Sydy Bo 

From The Beat: The Material is all good, but so long sk% you're dreaming 
big, don't forget to dream up a big future - complete with college, a job 
you love, a set of friends who will steer you towards the positive, and 
all the peace, safetly and success you deserve! 



Three Bikes, Seveo Miootes 

What's good Beat? It's me Gajet back up in the hall! 
Damn Beat you don't even know how much I miss the 
209 central valley. I miss the old days in the little town 
of Gait. 

When I get out I'ma go visit my homies. But for right 
now I'm stuck in Hay ward. Till next time. Beat. 

By the way if you're wondering why I'm called Gajet, 
it's because four years ago I was with a bunch of homeboys 
in Gait, riding our bikes. Our bikes popped tires while we 
were trying get away from the placa (police). So I ended up 
pulling hella tools out of my pockets and fixed all three 
bikes in seven minutes. 

-Gajet 

From The Beat: Damn, three bikes in %cven minutes. Color The Beat 
impressed. That kind of talent is real, we hope you keep looking for 
jobs, apprenticeships and legit ways to turn your mechanical skills to 
money! 



Fits or Hood? 
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I would rather have fits then life in a safe neighborhood. 
The reason I say that is because I guess that I'm already 
used to the hood being run-down. Another reason I say 
that is because no matter how much money you spend 
in the hood to fix it up someone is always messing it up 
or destroying something. Instead of spending money on 
the run-down hood you could instantly buy you a nice 
whip on some nice rims and all your fits would be looking 
wetter then the Niagra Falls. 

-Fe Veil 

From The Beat: The point isn't "staying in the hood"... it's to "get out" of 
the hood. The hood is where people struggle to survive. If you don't get 
out, more than likely, your children ivill end up struggling to survive. 
Struggling to survive and "living" are vastly different concepts. In more 
ways than one Knowledge is the key... they have it in school and they 
have it on the streets. Your future depends on where you get yours 
from. Think about that. 



I Had To lio 



Well to tell you the truth I am not trying to come back 
but I know I am gonna do the same thing like always. I 
mean I will but if I was in this four walls I could but if they 
send me to camp or a group home I know I am going to 
run. It's not because I want to go back to the streets, it's 

- because I just can't stay there period! 

' But it's cool though I understand my consequences. 

Because I don't like the places and cause I guess I just 
don't care no more or because nobody encourage me no 
more. The reason I ran from camp is because my mom 
needed help with some money and because I always felt 
sad and real low. But I think tiiat is not no reason to run 
but I just had to go because I couldn't stand it there. 

-Carlos 

From The Beat: Any piece that starts off with the words 'To tell you 
the truth" is what The Beat is all about. Thanks for being real with u%. 
But to be real with you, running is just going to make your life harder! 
Maybe you feel like everyone has given up on you - but is that a reason 
to give up on yourself? We feel you on wanting to help your mom, 
wanting to be home, but you have GOT to put yourself first. You STAY 
at that group home, no matter how much it sucks. You STAY at camp, no 
matter how much it stucks, because being on the run is like being in a 
prison without walls. It may look free, but it isnt. 



RIP Mr. Campbell 



What's good. Beat? This is Jacqueline. Man I can't 
believe Mr. Campbell (juvenile hall counselor) is dead.... 
He got shot in Puerto Rico -- once in the head and once 
in the chest. But it feel just like a month ago I was in the 
old intake with him, and now he is gone and not here 
with us. 

But I hope that he will Rest in Peace, 'cause he is 
missed by a lot of people in jail and the staff and his own 
family. 

-Jacqueline 

From The Beat: Thanks for the iwriting iwhat iwe knoiv a lot of people 
are feeling. Mr. Campbell was a great friend to The Beat, and he was 
taken too soon - there were many more lives waiting to be touched by 



his efforts. 



Keep It Real! 
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-Nacho Cheese 

From The Beat: Keep it real or keep it out. We don't come there to waste 
our time with that crap you keep fronting about. Would you %«y that 
to the Judge? Didn't think so! Wake up dude. If you don't take serious 
control of your life then somebody else will. This aint a joke or a game. 
The system isn't playing and The Beat aint either, if you want to play, do 
it in your room when we come there or get serious and let% build. i 



Never Comino Back 



u 



Fm never coming back because this is hella bootsie and 
hella dirty cause staff want you to kiss their ass when 
you are in this place. Man, 'cause this is played out. I 
been here for three months and a week, and every day you 
see these same ass people doing the same stuff. 

Me, I say forget the criminal justice center, 'cause 
it's all a set-up. But I'm about to get out soon, so I just 
hope y'all that's in the hall get out and never come back, 
cause I got a solution so when I get out everything gone 
be planned. 

I just want to tell everybody to stay solid and don't let 
the time do you... But Beat I'm about to go to my room so 
be easy. 

-Lil' T 

From The Beat: Man, Lil' T, you say you're never coming back, but then 
you ended your piece calling out all kinds of stuff that will get you right 
back in here! If you want to stay out, you know you'll have to change 
everything, and that includes the people you run with.. .That's the only 
solution, can you man-up and do it? 
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I Thought I Knew Everything 
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rm in Juvy! Jail. I did some stupid s***! I don't want 
anyone else to do some stupid stuff. I should have 
listened to my mama and grandma. They know what 
they're talking about. 

I thought I knew everything but I don't, after I came in 
here I realized so much stuff. Man, when I get out we are 
going to have a talk about life. This is what I am going to 
tell my little sister. 

-Linda 

From The Beat: We hope you get out to be with your little sister soon, 
and that you and she are never separated again. Are you going to have 
to start hanging out with a different set when you get out? 



Close Call... 



X r 



What's up Beat, this is Lil' Capy. I'm gonna write about 
when I was close to getting smacked. I was 15 years old 
and me and two of my homies were riding around the 
town and we seen one of the enemies walking around like 
it was all good ...then we pulled up on him and I ran up on 
him and he pull out a gun out and pulled the trigger but 
the gun jammed. 

I got kind of spooked, but it flick him off. Then I 
ran back in the car, and since that day I don't run up on 
ninjas without a thang. 

-Lil' Capy 

From The Beat: We sure wish you'd consider saying "\ don't run up on 
ninjas" and end it on that. Because we fear for your body to hear the 
danger you put your life in, and we fear for your heart when we picture 
you endangering another person's life - that person is somebody^ son, 
somebody^ brother, maybe even somebody^ father... 



Hellil 
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Hello, my name is Diego 

Come and eat huevos 

Cause I'll have our girl sayin' hello 

I'm writin' on paper that's yellow 

If you get to know yourself you're a sweet lil' fellow 

You might say I'm white and ghetto 

I'm 'bout that money 

People say I'm very funny 

I look outside and it looks very sunny 

If you wanna be my girl you can be my play bunny 

I ain't fat, just a lil' chubby. That's it for me cuddy 

My name is Diego and I go... 

-Go Diego Go 

From The Beat: We get the feeling this is going to be the first of many 
rhymes from one of our newest talents... so all we can say is. Go Diego 



Talk Nnn-Stnp! 



Today I'm going to court tomorrow. 

I was told that I would be going home and I'm so 
stressed and nervous, that I almost got into the drama 
three different times. I'm so happy that I might leave, 
and also nervous that the judge might make an excuse to 
keep me here longer. 

If he keeps me here longer than I feel that I might 
explode! The staff ain't very helpful when someone or we 
needs to talk, so I'm doing my best to call my mom so I 
can release some tension. 

So until tomorrow at 9:00am I'm going to hold in 
everything then after I leave, and then I can talk non- 
stop! 

-Windi 

From The Beat: Good luck Windi, we hope you get that freedom, and 
you value it like it ^tsk% your heart and soul - because it is. 
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Writing A Letter To Young Self 
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Man I would tell myself to stay away from some of the 
people that I sill hang with to this day. Or to stay out of 
the environment that I was raised in because that's how I 
got [into] most of the trouble I've found myself in. And all 
the money that I had back in the day I would have made 
wiser choices on how I spent it or I might just [have] 
saved it. 

- Me too 

From The Beat: Being that you have more time in front of you to live 
than you have behind you it might be wise to think about how and 
where you're going to spend that time and plot out a course conducive 
to that. Feel that? It's your life... live! 



Writing A Letter To Men! 



How is it going Beat? I want to address one thing: the 
life I live is no life for a young man who is looked up to 
as a role model. 

Also, I am a young and intelligent person but like 
most young black men it's like that growing up as the 
oldest child, losing your sister, watching your mom cry a 
lot. Then trying to take things in your own hands, getting 
caught, spending time in juvenile hall away from your 
family and people you love. Then as you look back on 
your life, you say that was stupid. But thanks for your 
time. Readers please take heed to this letter. Good Night. 

-Reese 

From The Beat: We know it's rough growing up surrounded by tragedy. 
The good thing is that you're still alive and kicking. It's not over for 
you. You've still got a chance to stand up and prove to yourself that 
you are somebody and against all odds you'll make it. It's going to take 
a lot of hard work but if you really want something you know sk% well 
sk% we do that you've got to work for it. No exceptions. You know what 
now you have to figure out a way to overcome them 



the obstacles are, 
THE RIGHT WAY. 



■aft I 
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I Had A Dream 

It's Rexola the Dictator 

Forget chopping the cola 

We can holla 'bout that later 

5-0 at the door 

And my boy playing with a Kater 

This dude must have been slow 

Cleaning a barrel and eating a now and later 

Freedom at risk, and he talking about a trick 

How did I come to this 

Me and Cutty walking through the hood 

Then we stumbled across three quarters of some good 

Then he grabbed the car 

And took the "k" out the trunk 

By this time we in my garage 

Blowing on some skunk 

I grabbed a blade and put in on a plate 

Testing was my Cutty 

To make sure it ain't fake 

Soon as he confirmed 

There was a knock at the door 

It turned out to be 5-0 

And not a knock at the door 

That's just another case ... congratulations 

We fell victim to a damn sting operation! 

Then I woke up... 

Brought to you by Four Walls Ent. 

-T-Rex 

From The Beat: It's not exactly MLK^ dream, in fact if he'd had a chance 
to read that, it would have been his nightmare: To see a young black 
man, of this level of talent, caught up in the system after all the work his 
generation did to try and make things better. Four Walls Entertainment, 
you need to find yourself a DOOR! 
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The Streets Is Ugly Right Now 

What's good with The Beat? This ya boy, holdin' it down 

at the Ranch. 

Man, the streets is ugly right now. 

A few of my big homies just got indicted for two j 
murders. They're goin' to the feds. The cops out there 
watchin', the streets is talking. Word on the streets is 
when I get out, I'm the next one on the fed's list. But a 
ninja like me don't talk to them people. I will never fold 
under pressure. Snitchin's not in my bloodline. 

-Chuck 

From The Beat: If your loyalty to your homies is bringing you into the 
realm of the fed's jurisdiction, you've got to get serious about whatever 
you're doing out there. They are yvay-yvay smarter than you, young 
juvenile. Why do your freedom, your life, seem to be in second and 
third place in your list of loyalties? Why don't you feel your life deserves 
your heart? 



Never Coining Back 



I'm back, but it's good. 

Counselors wishing bad on me, so I knock on wood 

Sitting in the room waiting on my chance to do good 

Ninja walking around mugging, but I wish a ninja would 

No, I ain't trying to rhyme 

It's just all in my mind 

The Beat came through, so I'm gone do it this one last 

time 

-B-Luva 

From The Beat: How could coming back here be "good"?/ls it that you're 
relieved to be out of the 'hood?/What makes it so hard for you to stay 
free/Are you responsible, or is it "them" and "me"?/You're right. The Beat 
came through/We sure hope that you do, too! 



\'i Ratker Be Fitted 
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Man, you know me. I rather be in a fly-ass ride and be 
fltted every day. The reason why is because a lot of shhh 
comes with having a fly-ass ride. Nowadays, ninjas is 
safe in they neighborhood 'cause young ninjas hold the 
block down and stop them ninjas from comin' through. 
But me, I'm good with what I do. 

-Good With It 

From The Beat: We had to change your Beat name. What do you mean 
you're "good with what (you) do?" If what you do means giving poiwer 
to the system to make you their prisoner, how is that good? 
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Lnyaltir/Snlidness 



X 



What's good wit' The Beat Within? It's ya boy, the Dude, 
once again writing from the Ranch. I'm 'bout to let it be 
known 'bout how these ninjas ain't loyal to they soil, but 
they think it's all good. Me, myself, personally, I'm loyal 
to mines 100%. It keeps it solid, but I don't gotta write 
that because everybody that personally know me, know 
what the get down is. 

But ninjas try to be from one 'hood, but might get 
ran out or pull some unacceptable stuff. When somebody 
pull some unacceptable stuff, then they not loyal, and 
when you not loyal, you will get dealt with. But when 
these ninjas start throwing salt into this game that I truly 
believe in, it make me wanna go bad. The non-loyal, soft, 
sucka, game goofy, not built for this life ninjas, better go 
in the house, because I get out real soon. 

-The Dude 

From The Beat: For many youth, they may be loyal "to their soil," but 
that can also mean that they're beefing with the next block over, the 
one behind theirs, across the street, and some of this warring becomes 
lethal. Why don't you expand this essay and write about what you 
consider to be "unacceptable stuff" some young men do that is disloyal? 
Why should their failure of commitment cause you to become someone 
you aren't, and you "go bad"? 
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The Real Testament 
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Check me out, dawg. What's really happenin' with The 
Beat? This be that high, fly, seven guy. Young Iggus be 
the name for all who may be concerned. This where the 
truth get told and buUshhh ain't tolerated... 

Before I sell my soul, I'll lose everything. 

They could lock me up. Dang, I'ma get out and do the 
same thing. 

You take this rap shhh from me, I'll flnd anotha 
game. 

Don't get this shhh confused, ninja. This was neva 
my dream. 

I ain't gonna even speak on what I done been through, 
ninja, what I done seen. 

I rather kill myself before I live a lie. Before I ever turn 
informant, ninja, I rather fry. 

My mama lost me to the streets. I told her, "Don't cry, 

'Cause if she understood real, then she'll understand 
why. . . 

(To Be Continued...) 

-Lil' Iggus 

From The Beat: Even though you say that this is where the truth gets 
told, in truth, there^ really only one things you've made clear in this 
piece, and that's that you'll never snitch. What about all the rest of it? If 
this was never your dream, what was your dream? Why did you abandon 
that dream? What's your dream noiv? Are you achieving it? Even though 
you believe your mama doesn't understand what you do, is it possible 
that she understands some things that you don't? 
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Decisinns 



What's up with The Beat? It's ya boy, Yung Chink, holdin' 
it down as the usual. Today's topic I am going to spit and 
acknowledge y'all on decisions. 

As life goes on, you will have to make wise decisions. 
You will come across people that will persuade you into 
doing things you don't want to. There's a lot of people 
out there that is down and out. You know what they say, 
"Misery loves company." It is up to you to make the wise 
choice. If you fall into the hole, then you have a weak 
mind. A strong mind will always defeat the weak mind. 
Never bring yourself down, always search for the elevator 
that is going up. Whatever you decide to do with your 
decisions, if it's negative or positive, make sure you do 
what you decide, to the best of your ability. Never slack 
on nothing you do, always put 100% into... See what 
happened to me when I didn't go 100%? (locked up.) 

All right. Beat, y'all be smooth. Ya boy, Chinky, is 
going to continue to hold it down fo' my "fam" locked up. 
Do yo' time, don't let it do you. Keep it solid... one... 

-Chinky 

From The Beat: Why don't you write specifically about what you've 
been through, what you know from personal experience, that taught 
you your philosophy? Give examples of when and how you take your 
own advice. What were the results? How were you slacking when you 
didn't go 1 00% and get brought into juvy? In what ways do you regard 
your own mind to be strong? Weak? One question: why should anyone 
pursue a decision s/he finds out later to be negative or wrong? Why not 
change that decision, and reverse it right ayvay? 







////// 



Writing a Letter to Yo'seif 
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'Ay, look where you ended up? Man, I never thought you 
would be in this place. 'Ay, yo, when you get out, make 
sho you get yo' shhh straight bra ninja, because ninjas 
out there love to see you down. Keep yo' head up and 
dodge them fake ninjas, you or me! 

-Bm 

From The Beat: Like we told you, we've had to change your Beat name 
to just your initials... How do you plan to "get yo' shhh straight?" You 
say you never thought you'd come to a place like this, so tell us what 
you did think was going to happen to you? What are your dreams for 
your future now? What is your plan for making those dreams comes 
true? 



Fits And 'Hood 
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See, me, I gotta stay fresh 'cause that's what people do 
on my block and in my 'hood. We gotta stay fly. We gotta 
stay fresh. When I'm on the house out, I stay wearin' 
LRG, Coogi, Live Mechanics, Enyce, Red Monkey, True 
Religion, I stay in Jordans and Air Forces. I stay in the 
'hood and I keep it clean with burnt rubber and doughnut 
prints in the pavement. 

-Dre 

From The Beat: Thanks for giving us the details of what it means for you 
to stay fly and fresh. Of course, you don't look all that fresh in county 
clothes, so we hope you find a way, when you touch down, both to stay 
fresh and to stay free... 



God's Reality Ciiecit 
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What's so hard getting out is that the system is messed 
up. People always say they ain't gone never come back 
when they get out. 

But me, I'm way, way different from other people. I 
wanna be out 99%, and be that one percent and never 
come back. It is a reality check when God slap you in the 
face and put you in here. Either you gone die or you gone 
be I here longer. 

-James 

From The Beat: We wish you had added some more details to this, 
James. We truly appreciate that you plan to be that minority that never 
comes back, but how do you plan to achieve that difficult goal? There's 
got to me more to it than just declaring it's so. There has to be a plan of 
action — what you're going to do and not do — along with the promise. 
So, what's your plan? 



Rufl, Teil Tiiat Man! 



Man, I'm the Mook ninja. Like lil' bra said, run tell that 
man. That's what ninja doing nowadays, they running 
and telling that man. When day done telling, they back. 
Me, I'm not gone tell no man, you dig. Mook gone. 

-Mook 

From The Beat: Okay, so you're no snitch. We get it. But beyond that, 
what can you tell us about you? There's hardly enough here to print or 
to comment on. 



Letter To Myseif 



What's good with The Beat? This that ninja Na-Na about 
to talk about when I was a young ninja. I used to love 
playing football. I'm really raw as hell, and I'm a hustla. I 
could sell Raid to a bug. I'm a hustla. I could sell salt to 
a slug. But I'm a young Randy Moss on the football filed. 
I do my thing when I'm in the equipment. I was raised 
playing football, but I'm out. We all we got. 

-Na-Na 

From The Beat: if you can sell Raid to a bug and salt to a slug, why can't 
you sell freedom to a thug? Why do the things that let strangers take 
you away from that football game you are so good at, and put you in 
a place where all you can do is dream and write about it? We think it's 
time that hustla started to sell himself a better future. 



\ 
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No New Fit lorever 
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What's up. Beat? I ain't rocked a new fit in hella long, or 
wore the new J's. Damn! This beige and green ain't what's 
up. I been wearing this shhh for the last three months! 

-Lano 

From The Beat: You're right, these county clothes are as far from fly as 
we can imagine. When you get out, will you be able to find that new fit 
and wear it for a long time, so that you never have to wear beige and 
green again? We sure hope so. 



\ 

w, I 
ing I 



Let My Peopie Go 

What's good with The Beat? I'm doing good right now, 
trying to get the hell out of here 'cause I'm sick of being 
in this dirty-ass place. They need to let all my homies go 
too, 'cause the block needing us right now. So tell them 
damn white people to let us go. 

(Mike, if you don't put this in The Beat, I'm go get in 
yo' ass!) 

-Acie 

From The Beat: You know as well as we do that it isn't just white people 
that put you here. You and your homies handed away control of your 
lives, and all the wishing for them to let you go is just so much wind 
without some promised changes behind those wishes. Mike wishes he 
had a million dollars, but it ain't gonna happen just by wishing it to 
happen, feel us? 



U 



I Just Gotta Get Dot 

Wow, I'm so disappointed in myself. I know I did wrong 
and I'm so young. I need to get the hell outta here, 
because this shhh ain't getting my life nowhere. I have 
court tomorrow, and I'm just praying every night that I'm 
going to get out ASAP. 

I'm hella stressed out. I miss my boyfriend hecka 
much. I'm worried about my family and friends. I can't 
want to get outta here so I can actually change. I'm not 
gonna come back in here. Once I'm out, I'ma follow my 
probation rules. Damn, though, I hope everyone I know 
that's in here get out ASAP, because I know how they're 
feeling. This place is not cool. I just gotta get outta here! 

-Cai 

From The Beat: Of course, you will get out of here. You don't have to 
pray about that; it will happen. Our question is what happens after 
that? Following your probation rules is, of course, very important. But 
even more important is that change you're talking about. That comes 
from within, so you don't have to wait to get for that process to get 
started. Many young people write how they're never coming back, but 
once they get out, they forget all the promises they made and start 
down a hole that gets deeper with every fall. So, we are with you 1 00% 
if you keep the promises you made here, and if you make those changes ■ 
in thinking that are part of growing up. Good luck. I 

Oflce In Tlie Systeni, You're Screwed \ 

What's up with The Beat? This yo' boy Mike writing. I'm 
'bout to write up on the topic, man. 

It's hard to stop coming back because the shhh we on 
in the street is causing us to come back. Plus, once you're 
in the system, you're screwed. You're going to come back 
at least once. That's how the system is set up. 

What it takes to be successful in staying out is get a 
job and stay out the street. That's all I got to say. We all 
we got. 

-Mike 

From The Beat: We agree with iwhat you've ivritten, Mike. But hoiw 
do you get that job that will keep you off the street and put money 
in your pocket? isn't getting your education the key to getting the 
job, which is the key to staying out of here? We also agree that once 
you're in, it's even harder to stay out, and the system doesn't do nearly 
enough to equip you to do that. But, having said that, it puts a lot more 
responsibility on your shoulders to do what you have to do to stay free. 
Yes, it's hard, but the places they have waiting for you ahead get harder 
and harder, too. 
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What's good Beat? It's Meez in the in£ix unit. I'm 'bout to 
be out of here tomorrow. But I got a real good question 
and it is why do all these females write about they ninja 
when they ninja not gon read it? They always sayin, "I 
love you with all my heart," and "You are the only one 
for me." 

If you didn't know, yo' ninjas ain't thinking 'bout you 
at all. Don't be hurt. I'm just keeping it real. And you 
know if yo' ninja was down, you would do the same thing. 
Oh no, I'm not sayin' this 'cause I ain't got no females. It's 
just something I want to know. , 

-Meez I 

From The Beat: Damn, Meez. And they complain about how harsh our 
comments can be! For one thing, you never icnow who is reading The 
Beat. For another, you can't be sure how the next person feels or acts 
just because you feel and act a certain way. And for the last thing, 
maybe the reason females write anything is for the same reason males 
write anything: because they have something to say! 



Coming Back/Never Coming Baoii 

I think it's hard to get out of the system, because they 
want to show how serious it is. I think they say that 
because that's how they feel while they are in here. But 
when they get out, they fall right back into the same 
games. But I know I can stay free. 

-John 

From The Beat: You need to explain what you mean when you write "I 
know I can stay free." How do you know? What will you start doing that 
you weren't doing before? What will you stop doing that you were doing 
before? if others mean what they say when they're in here, but fall back 
to their old ways when they get out, what makes you think that won't 
also happen to you? 



Fits Or 'Hoods 



Man, I choose both, you dig. I love my life. The cars and 
shhh don't amaze me 'cause I'm a real ninja. All that 
amazement shhh is for them new booty, new recruit-ass 
chumps. This shhh don't amaze me 'cause it is me, know 
what I'm talkin' about? 

-Fed-Up Gloss 

From The Beat: How can we hnoyv yvhat you're talking about when you 
give us so little in the way of information or knowledge? What makes 
you "real" and others not? If "cars and shhh" don't amaze you, what 
does amaze you? This is a pretty lazy piece for you, because you are 
capable of so much more. 



Tiiree Topics In One 
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If I could tell myself something before I got in here would 
probably be to not follow the wrong crowd or the cool 
people because being with them got me in here, and I 
really don't like it. 

I would choose my 'hood to be better because if you 
go to school, later on in life you will get the fits the right 
way not by hustling for them. 

I think it's hard to get out of the system because 
lack of support, like family, and also because if someone 
spends a lot of time in here, they got no schooling and 
they don't know how to make a living the right way, so 
they go back to slangin'/hustlin' on the block and got 
caught and stay in the system. 

-Adam 

From The Beat: Adam, you could have written a lot more on any one of 
these topics — and we wish you had. We really like that last paragraph 
about why it's hard to get out of the system, and we wish you had 
focused on that one alone, with more details, more examples, and more 
suggestions for how to stay out of the system. Next time, don't write 
short pieces on each topic, instead, pick a single topic and write a lot 
more about it. 
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(it's Or 'Hiol 
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Me, myself and I would rather live in a good neighborhood 
than have nice clothing or a car on 26-inch rims. I want to 
have my family in a big house instead of riding in a big- 
ass truck. But that's just me. Bigg E. 

-Bigg E 

From The Beat: When you say, 'That's just me," you don't tell us enough 
to know why you made the choice you did here. Plus, you could make 
this a much stronger piece by giving us a hint about how you hope to 
achieve that better neighborhood for yourself and your family. Do you I 
have plan? What is it? I 



No Figttini 



\ 



What's good with The Beat? Well, this yo' boy, V-Guttah, 
still in he'e, chillin'. Still waiting fo' the day to hit the 
block. But 'til then, I'ma tell you about me. 

When I was five or six, I was one of them crazy 
mothas, always running around starting some shhh. But 
back then, I don't know why, but I always liked fighting 
for some reason. But now I don't do that flghtin' shhh any 
more. Nowadays, ain't no fighting around me, if you know 
what I'm talking about, you dig. 

-V-G 

From The Beat: We're less interested in what you're talking about when 
you say there's no fighting around you now than we are in you thinking 
about and then telling us why you were such a hell raiser when you 
were so young. You say you don't know why, but it might be something 
worth thinking about. What was going on that made a child of five or 
six run around fighting and doing other angry things? Maybe if you 
examined that part of your life closely, you might have a better handle 
on this part of your life. 



Not Coming Bacit 



The reason I'm not coming back is because, when I get 
out, I'm going to change the way I think. When I turn 
seventeen, I'm going to the Marines to change my life and 
fight for a reason and not fight for nothing. Peace. 

-Sneaky 

From The Beat: Okay, SneaUy, we can get behind this. But don't wait 
until you get out to change the way you think. That^ something you're 
already working on, and it^ a process, not a moment in time. You better 
try to keep your record clean from now on if you want to be a Marine. 

Coming BaGi(/ Never Coming BaGi( \ 

What it is Beat? Me, ANT, same-ass buUshhh... still in 
here! About the topic, coming back. I ain't neva coming to 
this stink hole! It ain't sweet in the halls. I already know 
it only gets worse. This a going on ten months. It's shady 
sometimes, but it's all a part of coming in here though, so 
can't blame nothing but yourself! 

-Anto 

From The Beat: You can iwrite so much more than this, ANT. For example, 
instead of blaming yourself, tell us what you've learned about yourself 
since you came in. Have you grown any? In what yvays? Hoiw iwill 
anything you've learned since arriving here help keep you from coming 
back? We're not sure how much blaming anyone helps change things, 
but it is very important to taice responsibility for your actions. That's a 
sign of maturity. So, tell us more. 
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Fits Or Hoods? 



What's good with The Beat? This yo' boy Mook. 

Fits or 'hood. Ninjas can have both a nice house, fits, 
cars, and jewels. You got to get up money and stop being 
a duffle bag boy. Where I'm from we gets our money, so we 
livin' fab, dawg. 

But I'm gone. I'm getting' my geeks. 

-Mook 

From The Beat: Do us a favor... Instead of writing about where you're 
from, write us about where you're going. And tell us the path you plan 
to take to get there. 
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I'm So 'Hood 



What 's'up with The Beat? Me? Nothin', just chillin' up 
in here. But Fm so 'hood because it be these cats on the 
outs, talkin' all on the phone. I just listen and don't even 
talk. And then, when they put my homies in they mouth, 
I had to let some of them thangs out. But I'm gone see 
them one way or another. 

I'm so 'hood, and all my homies, man, we locked up. 
But when we get back out there, we gone make it pop and 
they know what I'm talkin' 'bout. I'm so 'hood. See you 
later. Beat. 

-Young Kada 

From The Beat: For sure you'll see us later, in fact, you practically make 
an announcement in this piece that you'll be back here. How many times 
will it take to volunteer to be a short-term slave before you've had 
enough? Do you think you are immune to worse consequences than this? 
Have you lost homies permanently? Do you think any of the 200,000 
prisoners in California's dungeons wanted to be there, or thought that 
what they were doing would lead them there? No, the truth is, they 
only started doing serious thinking after it was too late to make a 
difference. We wish you could learn from their pain and mistakes, and 
not wait to learn from your own. 



So 'Hood 



People always tell me I'm so ghetto! Every time I'm in 
a place that is up tight, I act like I act on the streets! I 
don't know why, but that is how I am! When people look 
at me wrong, I flash. When people talk mess, I flash. And 
especially, when somebody do something I don't like, I 
flash! I guess I just too 'hood for my own good! I like the 
way I am, though! A lot of other people like the way I am, 
too, but the people who don't, forget them. 

-Goon 

From The Beat: The problem with being "just too 'hood" is that it really 
isn't for your own good. You can say "forget them" about the people 
with power over your life, but that won't change the fact that they 
have power over your life, and not the other way around. If you doubt 
us, then look around and smell your surroundings. Maybe you like it 
here with a bunch of boys under the control of a bunch of strangers, 
'cause that's where you are. Plus, we know that you have more self- 
control than you pretend to have in this piece. We bet that when you're 
standing in front of the judge and you feel like flashing, you manage to 
keep yourself under control. Are we right? 



Fits Ir 'hiol 
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I rather live in a safe neighborhood and still drive a 
Escalade, and Impalas on 24, an' wear fresh clothes and 
stay fltted 'cause that's what I do, man, for real though. But 
it be like this. Beat, y'all always want to know something. 
Y'all media type mothas, for real though. 

-Rocket T 

From The Beat: Of course we want to know something, otherwise, why 
would we give you the opportunity to teach us something? We wouldn't 
waste our time if this was the best we could get from you. If this is 
an example of what you do when an opportunity is presented to you, 
you're going to miss so much in life. What are media types? What would 
you like us to be? Since you don't have to write on our topics, what, 
exactly, are you complaining about? 



X 



Ibej Cii't Keep Me Down 

When I was younger, I said I was never coming to the | 
halls, but my PO said I was never coming back to the 
house. Then she changed her mind, and she said, "You 
can." She was, like, I'm never getting out, but you know 
they can't keep me down for long. Then I got out with my 
girl, and then she went home with me. 

-Young Boy 

From The Beat: Next time, you have to write more details about what 
you mean. Why did your PO tell you that you would never get out? What 
has your girl got to do with the rest of this piece? And what do you 
mean when you say they can't keep you down long? What is "long?" A 
week? A month? A year? 
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Mission 
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I'm from the Mission, the Latin Ghetto, where business 
is pleasure and fake ninjas get ran off. Front line is where 
I be. It's more important to live in the 'hood where it ain't 
safe. Much love. 

-Young Menace 

From The Beat: You iwrite that you're always on the front line iwhen 
you're on the outs, because that% what you consider loyal, but why does 
your loyalty require that you risk your life every day you're out there? 
What about your loyalty to your own young life? Wake up! I 



IHyRap 



What's good lil' whodays? Lil' Skip out that unit thang. 

I ain't really a rapper all like that, but I'ma come off the 

head wit' a lil' somethin': 

Ninjas think a manga circus 'cause my gooda flips 

But in the street y'all crumble like Dorito chips 

Young ninja be in jail, but beat on this 

You a phony, I'ma pit, so we don't mix 

Ninjas quick to gamble with their life on some hero 

shhh... And get left with a scared face on some Pacino 

shhh 
Whoday stackin' his chips on some Pringle shhh... 
While yo' chick on the strip on some Reno shhh... 
You know I keep it movin' 'cause a ninja neva lazy 
But you swore that I was 'cause my eyes stay hazy 
Mama think I'm crazy, baby think I'm shady 

-Lil' Skippah 

From The Beat: The Beat is no rapper, either, but we'll give it a try: That 
last line we omitted, we thought it a threat/The Beat will always take 
those out, you can win on a bet/Those chips you're stackin', they're high 
as rockets/The only thing is, those chips are filling the system's pockets/ 
You may be right that you're keepin' it movin'/But the movement we see . 
keeps puttin' you back in that cell where you're roomin' I 



Forget The World 



Forget the world is how I feel day in and day out. I was 
born to die by myself, me and nobody else, I was born 
alone. 

Forget the world is what my heart tell me when I wake 
up in the morning. Waking up don't mean shhh to me. 

Forget the world! Death is the only thing promised, 
everything else is a lie. Birth is death. We was born to 
die. 

The hell with the word! The hell with the world! The 
hell with the world! 

-P.Crooks 

From The Beat: You're right about something, PC, and that is that death 
is the only certainty in life. But we don't think that means you were 
born to die; we think you were born to live, at the end of which, you die. 
The feelings this short piece express reveal a rage and depression that 
have causes, and therefore have remedies. Do not make the mistake of 
thinking that the snapshot your words capture are permanent feelings. 
Life is a moving picture, and as it moves, your feelings move too. We 
know how deep your talents run and how great the gifts of mind you 
were given at birth, and we can't and don't believe that those gifts are ■ 
for nothing. I 



Fits Or 'Hoods 



What it do. Beat? It's yo' boy. Young Kada. But, yeah, 
where I'm from, we ride on 24s and wear the sickest 
fits, and we pull the baddest girls. Where I'm from, I stay 
throwing up my sign, even when the times is hardest. I'm 
so 'hood and don't forget that. Believe that, little daddy. 
See y'all next week. Beat. 

-Young Kada 

From The Beat: No, we won't forget how '"hood" you are... But you 
know, you may pull the "baddest girls" where you're from. But where 
you are... there are no girls at all! Instead of throwing up your 'hood 
sign, we hope you can read the sign that's right in front of your face! 
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Letter To Myself 
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Yes, I just remember living in my house and being happy, 
because I had fun with my toys in my room. Yes, I always 
trusted and love to talk to my mom. I would teach that 
child how to live a good life and be successful. The advice 
I would give is stay focused and stay motivated. Those 
mistakes taught me lessons on how I realize now how 
serious life is. I wish someone would have told me that 
they are proud of my work. 

-John 

From The Beat: We would love for you to take that last sentence and 
expand on it; tell us what you mean when you say you wish someone 
had told you they were proud of your work. What work are you proud 
of that nobody gave you props for? How would you teach that child in 
a different way from the way you were taught to avoid the mistakes 
you've made? Now that you realize how serious life is, 
changes you plan to make when you walk out of here? 
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what are the 



Editor, Your Words Are Harsh \^ 

What's up. Beat? This is to the editor who be making ' 
those comments at the end of our writings. Something 
you said offended me and I don't appreciate it. I know 
you' trying to help us realize our actions, but, damn, your 
words are harsh. 

-Angel 

From The Beat: It's not our intention to offend you, and we apologize 
if we did. (What was it we said that was so offensive?) You have to 
remember how many young people we see come through these doors, 
walk out, and then come back again. That offends us, so sometimes 
when we try to keep it real, we forget how harsh it can sound. We can 
tell by the other piece you wrote that you are ready to be responsible 
and to stop hurting yourself by foolish actions, and we wish you 
nothing but good luck in your efforts, it won't all be easy, but it will be 
worth the effort. 
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Never Cooiiog Back 
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Man, what's up wit h the Beat, for real? This yo' boy 
Chris. The first time I came to juvenile, I was in here for 
some petty shhh fo' real. I did a week and I told myself 
that I wasn't comin' back. But a week after I got out, I 
came right back in here again. Some stuff went down, 
and I got took down for a gun, and I been in here for four 
months for that shhh. But it's nothin'. They gotta let me 
out someday. But everybody on the block gone be there 
when I get out so I ain't tripping, you dig. And when I get 
out, I ain't coming back, you dig! 

-Chris 

From The Beat: Just saying you aren't coming back is obviously not 
doing it, since you said it before and you're back! In fact, what we read 
in this piece is like an announcement that you will be back, because 
you're going right back to the people and places that have put you here 
before. Here's what we think, Chris. As long as being here for months is 
"nothin"' and you "ain't tripping" about giving away your freedom, then 
you will just keep doing it until it's something. By then, of course, it 
could be something so serious that you'll spend years wishing "if only..." 
Yes, they've got to let you out of here sooner or later, but believe us 
when we say they have places where they're holding prisoners for the 
rest of their lives. Not one of those people thought it could ever happen 
to them. 



Fits Or 'Hood 
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What up Beat? This Lil' Bra and I pick fits because 
get a button-up, nice slacks and dress shoes, I could get 
me a job that pays $25 an hour. Now your 'hood isn't 
going anywhere. Your homies, cars, drugs, girls, and fast 
life isn't going anywhere. But your fits will get you far. 
Dressing good also means you're clean. 

-London 

From The Beat: So, what kind of job do you want to get that pays 
$25 an hour? We agree with your conclusion that as comfortable as the 
'hood can make you feel sometimes, it's long-term pay-off is not good, 
especially compared to getting an education and a job. Those things 
will take you far. 
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Witck Wbi lii're With 
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What's up wit' The Beat? This Drewski, you feel me? 
I'm up in here in the max because me and my bra had to 
scrape a ninja. But it's cool though. I'm just trying to get 
up outy and do my thing. 

One thing I got to say is watch who you be with 'cause 
some ninjas ain't cool. Ninjas that you think cool, really 
play you. So, feel me, watch out for them sucka-ass ninjas 
so you don't get put in a bad predicament. 

-Drewski 

From The Beat: You can do so much better than this piece. Drew. You 
tell us almost nothing that we can learn anything from. When you say 
you and your friend "had to scrape" another person, isn't that just a 
way of not taking responsibility for what you did? If you "had to," then 
you're not responsible, right? What about the situation made you "have 
to" do anything? How do you know who to trust and who not to trust 
(until after someone you trusted betrays you)? And what do you mean 
by doing your thing? If that "thing" is the same as what got you here, 
what makes you think it won't get you here again? If that's not what 
you mean, tell us what you do mean, because doing your thing means 
nothing without explanation, details and examples. Like we said, you 
can write much more and much better than this. 
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liet It Moviog 

I hate this place, but some people have to do what I have 
to do. 

-Lil' Valley 

From The Beat: What else can you do, to earn money, whatever, that 
will keep you free? Get a job? 
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Fitted Ifl A Ooiet Neiphborhood 

S'up wit' it. Beat? It's yo' girl, Titi, the one and only. So 
to answer your question, I would prefer to live in a safe 
neighborhood in a nice home! I prefer this because I love 
quiet neighborhoods and I would still be fitted, regardless. 
So for me, I would live in a nice neighborhood and still be 
fitted, obviously I would be. 

-Titi 

From The Beat: We wish you had included some more details in what 
you wrote, Titi. For example, you could have described what you 
mean by fitted. Or, you might have remembered an example of when 
you experienced the quiet that you 
neighborhood you hope to live in, 
and you have the time to do it. 



seek, or describe the kind of 
You have the talent to write more. 
Next time... 



MyYounoSelf 

When I was a young ninja, I was a loveable and huggable, 
sweet child, and when I was growing up in the 'hood, this 
game got thicker and changed my childhood to adulthood 
and I started getting locked up. 

Man, when I'm in the 'hood, I stay fitted on the block. 
I ain't got no car, so I stay on the block. The beezies come 
see me. All I do is smoke weed and the beezies bring me 
food on the block. 

I'm going to never come back. Well, I'm not going 
to say never, but I won't come back. 50 out of 50, I will, 
because I stay on the block and the police ain't shhh. 
They always tryin' to take a ninja off the block. 

-Young Thugg 

From The Beat: We won't print any more one or two sentence pieces 
because they really don't say anything. In your case, you wrote about all 
three topics, so we put them together in a single piece. If you read what 
you've written, you can see why things don't add up. You say you'll stay 
on the block (and you even talk about things we won't allow you to say 
in The Beat), but then you say you're never coming back! That means 
you believe you can keep doing what got you here before, but not face 
the same consequences again. If "the police ain't shhh," then why are 
you giving them all the power they need over your life to lock you up? 
That means you aren't thinking of consequences, which is another way 
of saying you need to look at things more maturely, or surely you will 
be coming back! Next time, do not write on all three topics. Choose just 
ONE, and explain as much as you can about it. 
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Never Gonna Walk Away /Change ^ [ Nothing To Show For It 
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What's up Beat, it's yo' boy Pw, and tonight's topic is 
never gonna walk away/change. Well if I was in a situation 
of fighting with my rival I would never walk away because 
I ain't no bee and I won't fight the rival I would go all out 
on the rival because it's street survival. I would never 
change the way I am because I am in the gang and I would 
never leave the gang. 

Well Beat I've been in a gang since I was really young. 
I used to smoke and snort at a young age. 

Well, right now I'm locked up and I bet you guys know j I 
because I'm never gonna walk away/change. Alright Beat ■ 
catch you next time okay, late. 

-Pw 

From the Beat: Just because you're inside doesn't mean you won't change. 
The only person who really determines that is you. And if you're not 
a bee, then you shouldn't be afraid of working hard, being self-reliant, 
and trying to do the best for the people that love you, otherwise living 
a foolish gangsta life will keep you down, down, down. Watch! ■ 



Walking Away Is Hard 
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Well I'm gonna talk about avoiding problems with my 
jaina. When I was in the outs I used to talk to other girls 
beside my lady. One day she found out and she had a 
talk with me. She started to scream at me and I was 
getting real mad. I decided to walk away 'cause I knew if I 
wouldn't walk away I was gonna start talking shhh back, 
and now that I'm locked up she is mad at me she doesn't 
write to me. I learned not to cheat on my lady again, she's 
having my daughter and I love my lady to the fullest. 

-Armando 

From the Beat: It sounds like you took something from a bad experience. 
As hard sk% it is, loving someone has to extend beyond words to real 
actions. If you do love her, you should treat that love fairly, and give 
you, her, and the two of you the chance you deserve. 



What Viu Ned To lo 
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Why is it so hard to get out and stay out you ask? Well, 
it is so much easier to do bad then to do good, but let me 
tell you what it takes. 

One, it takes a lot of hard work and commitment 
and two, it takes positive thought and you have to be 
committed and go through and then you have to get a 
new group of friends. Well, you want to get out and stay 
out this is what you got to do. 

-Nomac 

From The Beat: Finding a new group of friends sounds challenging and 
maybe not something you would want to do. Can't you change without 
losing everyone? But you're right, it often seems that it is easier to do 
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My Encounter \ 

Damn, how everybody doin'? It's your boy Mike from 
San Jose. Well, I've had an encounter with a gay guy and I 
messed him up 'cause he hit on me when I was drunk and 
my brother hit him first. And then we beat him up. 

Then a week later me and my homeboy saw him in 
front of his pad at the Light Rail and I was walkin' by him 
and he grabbed my ass and I beat his ass and the cops | 
came and we ran and got away 'cause that's how I get 
down. 

-Mike 

From the Beat: Usually when people are uncomfortable or scared, they 
try to make other people feel the same way. He was intimidated, so 
tried to scare you, and you turned it around and did the same to him. 
it's never easy to deal with people you don't understand or situations 
that scare you, but remember that the people that annoy you could 
very well be your brothers. And they are. You think you beat that one 
situation, but remember karma is a mother! 
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I let life past me by and watched so many cry. My mom is 
my strength - 1 owe that woman my life. I just wish I could 
show her that I did something with my life, but for now I 
am committing crimes. 

-Mom's Boy 

From The Beat: There is still time to turn your life around and showf 
your mother the things you can achieve. It is never to late to impress 
one's own mother. 
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Another Day 

Man, I remember this one time I was walking down the 
street of where I was staying. It was like 12:30 at night. 
I was walking with my lady, but I was carrying my gun 
with me. I always carry one for protection. We were by the 
Happy Doughnuts and things started to get crazy when 
we ran into some people. A lot of homeboys were getting 
shot around there. 

So these guys pulled out knives and started talking 
smack. I didn't say anything to them. My girl started to 
pull me in the doughnut shop but I pulled her off me. 
Right when I pulled her off me - they started to run up. 
So I pulled out my gun but no one was hurt. I didn't get 
locked up for that night though. 

-Chino 

From The Beat: This sounds like a scary night and it seems like Mousie 
had the right idea trying to pull you away from danger. Your original 
piece seemed to be proud of this night, but do you realize that you are 
the only one who can help stop the violence? Packing a gun yo ucan . 
almost certainly guarantee problems, if not a long time in jail I 
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Glad to Be Alive 



I remember one night I was chillin' with my homeboys, 
and me and my homie were about to start walking to 7-11 
and out of nowhere, my homie's boy walks up asking us 
where we walking to and we say we're walking to 7-11 to 
get some munchies. 

Then he says: "Let me mob with y'all so I can buy a 
blunt." 

We started walking to the store then we were crossing 
the street and some car was creeping up hella slow. Then 
when the car catches up to us - my homie's boy walked 
up to the car and began to knock on it. 

Then some fool jumps out and said: "What's up 
homie? You got a problem?" 

Than that fool said: "Yeah!" And, in my head, I was 
thinking: "Screw this, fool is trippin!" 

Then out of nowhere 10-15 people came out of some 
apartment and threw a bottle at that fool and hit him. 
Then I took off running for my life and when I went home 
and fell asleep and when I woke up the next morning I 
was glad I was alive and I thanked God. 

-Nomac 

From The Beat: There are often these random moments in life that really 
make us think. Did that change your outlook on the world for aivhile? It 
is a night that you will never forget - thanks for writing about it. i 



Never Walkiog Away 



Well what up, it's got to be Psycho. Well anyways I'm 
not planning to walk away from any situation. What I'm 
basically trying to say is anything that opposes me, I'll 
never walk away, and that's my loyalty, never walking 
away because what don't kill me makes me stronger. 

- Psycho 

From the Beat: What doesn't kill you makes you stronger? That only 
works when what you are doing actually does make you stronger, and 
when you live long enough to learn from your past. Wake up young 
man, you are living a b-s dream! 
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Looking Good 



I don't know what kind of neighborhood your colleagues 
went through, but wherever it is they must have some 
money. They probably chose that area because its cheaper, 
but when they go out no one will ever expect them to live 
in a poor area. 

Having fancy cars, jewelry and clothes but a trashy 
house - 1 think I would do the same. As long as I look good 
on the streets - it's all good. So being fitted is important, 
too - but I would also want a nice house because I don't 
really have a good house or housing but whatever its 
good. 

-Alex 

From The Beat: Maybe staying fitted isn't worth the sacrifice of saving, 
which some people seem to do. A nice house is everyone^ dream. 



I Hope She Gets This Message ^ 

I remember I was with some girl, my mom's next-door 
neighbor. 

The first time I've caught eyes with her I think was on 
the fourth of July. I forgot already, but I was sitting next 
to my mom, and I told her roommate's lil' sister to tell her 
'cause I said to come over to me. So she did and we talked 
and she gave me her number. So after that night we talked 
for a couple of days and then we ended up hooking up. 

Our relationship lasted for a year then shhh started 
going sideways. Basically, she did me wrong - that's all I 
gotta say. I miss her 'til this day, wishing she were still 
mine - on the real. 

-Jacob 

From The Beat: Hmmm, this sounds iiice a very interesting relationship 
and it's nice that you still care about this person, even when they did 
you wrong. That shows a good person, who can forgive. 



Every Breath 



Is my life worth fighting for? Shhh. 

Why would it be when I'm just living to die? 

Every breath I take I'm one step closer to death. 

Every birthday I'm one year closer to death. 

Tic-tock the clock's ticking. 

Beat, so I'm gonna live like there's no tomorrow and cut 

this short like my life. 

-Lil' Cyco 

From The Beat: We're all tempted to think this sometimes. If death 
is inevitable, then maybe failure is too. But maybe living like there's 
no tomorrow doesn't have to endanger the chance that there is a 



The Raoch 



It's gonna suck 'cause I'm gonna be locked up when my 
baby is born. And I hope I can do good and stay out of 
trouble. 

-Shrek 

From The Beat: Being locked up when your baby is born sounds like a 
tough thing, especially because the experience of seeing a birth is really 
amazing, yet if you succeed, you ^N\\\ be wfith your baby forever! 



Stici( With The Hood 



I would rather be in my hood because I know everybody 
and I feel safe there. Also because I always have fun with 
my boys playing handball and drinking and smoking - 
just choppin' it up. 

-A hood sick dude 

From The Beat: But maybe you could ssyie money and have a nice house 
and u%e some of your money to help make you hood better, instead of 
just spending it all on clothes and cars. What do you think? 



Is My Life Worth Fightiog For 
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The life in it is too hard to fight for. 

I'm already too deep. 

I love the fast life. 

I love it so much. 

I'll never take it back! 

With that said, I got to take the good with the bad. 

I was in the club, blown and partying when I violated. 

Party up skyscrapers, the pirates' pistol like a 

paratrooper 

-tell them to take it easy. 

This is her fantasy: Standing there thick as can be. 

Angel, yes, standing there dressed fresh, getting some. 

Hell yes! 

I'm me, always goanna be me. 

I'm always going to live in the fast lane. 

Making money. Cash money. 

I love money! 

It's too late to fight, for my life is made. 

-Angel 

From The Beat: Another interesting piece straight out of the depths of 
your head. But do you really believe that you will be living the rest of 
your life in the fast lane? Sounds tiring. 
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Beiog Real 

Que onda readers: how's all the Raza holding up out 
there? About loyalty and walking away - the definition 
of loyalty to me is to be a man about yours and be true 
(one-hundred percent) for what you believe in, take pride 
in and respect. Walking away is in my eyes between being 
just part of a crowd or wise man. 

I'm not too good with walking away from what I'm 
facing because I feel I'll be like the rest of people that 
walk away from the gang, or from their responsibility - 
like being a parent, or something to the extent. 

-Joseph 

From The Beat: You compare walking away from the gang to walking 
away from your responsibilities sk% a parent, but do you really think they 
are the same thing? Isn't it the case that people's dedication to their 
gang family often gets them locked up and prevents them from being 
a good parent? 



Loyalty Above Ali Laws 
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My loyalty comes at a very high price 

I don't just risk a broken heart, but I risk 

my life. 

To me, loyalty is a law 

once you break that law, 

you get a black eye. 

It's hard where I come from. 

In my hood you stay strapped 

when you break a simple 

thing like loyalty, 

you get dumped. 

So when you give loyalty, 

to someone 

think twice 

because you can get hurt, 

the feelings sharp as a knife. 

So don't get double-crossed 

because loyalty is raw. 

So when you ask me what it means 

I'll tell you: 

Loyalty above all laws. 

-Young and Nieve 

From The Beat: But when it comes to your loyalty - how do you make 
the rules? Do you have your own rules that you follow, unwritten rules? 
Why is okay to follow those rules above other laws? 
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Coining Back Is Costly 
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I think it is so hard to stay out of the system because 
once you mess up they will not let you go. It's like they 
want your parents to keep paying their money for us to 
stay. 

The cops will find any reason to get us caught up just 
to take us in so they can get their money. But it takes all 
you can to go to school and get into a hobby or sport you 
enjoy to stay off the streets. 

-Lil' S 

From The Beat: The system does seem very twisted and hard to stay out 
of once you are in it. You have a good idea here to find a hobby. Do you 
have a good one that helps you when you're on the outs? 
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Eftin' Crazy 

I had a crazy dream. And in the dream my sister and I 
got bit by dogs while running over fences. And it really 
happened. 

The other dream was this kid cheated on me. And 
that really happened. I think I'm kinda psychic. Ha, 
maybe. My wizard skills are tingling. 

-Jazmin 

From The Beat: Hey, icnow much about the stocic maricet? 
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The Hnnd nr Suborbs 
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I would rather stay fitted in the Hood, sittin' on some 
dubs 'cause I'll still be with my homies, you feel me? 
'Cause that ends up stacking your money to get that 
house in the suburbs, you feel me. There's a possible 
chance for getting caught up selling rocks and shhh but 
screw it, you feel me, yee!!! 

-Young SI 

From The Beat: Perhaps the problem is that people don't %skMe to get 
out of "the hood" but instead they blow their money on a fancy car, but 
you're right, maybe you can %xyie money and have a nice house in the 
, How does that sound? 



My Tears X 

My homie passed away and he was a good homie. I want 
to cry but tears don't want to come out. 

-Victor 

From The Beat: We're sorry your friend passed away. Losing someone we 
care about is one of the hardest things to go through sk% a human being. 
Expressing our grief comes in different forms: crying, honoring their 
memory in some way, learning to appreciate your own life, etc. Crying 
is not the only way to grieve although it is one many of u% u%e. Maybe 
you should try expressing your grief in another way. it might be the 
best way to be able to move on from the pain. 



Shoild Halt listeied 
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My dad always told me while I was growing up to think 
about who you hang out with. Basically, he would say to 
"Choose your friends wisely." 

I wish I would have listened to him when I was younger 
'cause I wouldn't be here now. 

It's true I wasn't kicked out, my friend was. I didn't 
have a warrant, but my friend did. The cops didn't want to 
search me 'til they saw my friends and said I was affiliated 
with them. That's the reason I am here now, it's because I 
never thought about who I associate with. 

I should have listened and made you proud. I love 
you Dad. 

-Joey 

From The Beat: it is always a profound moment when you can look back 
to a piece of advice that your parents gave you and realize that they 
wfere right and you were wrong. Have you told your father that you 
love him? 



So Far Lock Is On My side 
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My mom came to my court date. That made me happy 
today. She was telling me about my hyna and saying that 
she wanted to know what was happening. But I don't care 
- I'm going to kick her off to the curb and get a better 
one. 

In court my charges might get dropped and I just have 
to plead guilty to violation of probation. I am going to try 
to go in a positive way with the house and bills. I want to 
be a positive refiection on my brothers and sisters. 

So, wish me luck and I wish all of you luck. 

-Trouble 

From The Beat: So, does your mom tell you who to date and not to date? 
Why would you kick your "hyna" to the curb just because your mom 
said so? But, giving you the benefit of the doubt, maybe your mom said 
something about your girl that struck a nerve. Either way, it's cool that 
you're getting along with your mom but be careful about having her get 
involved in your love life. 
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Tears 



Tears are coming out of my eyes 

Broken heart and lost soul 

For not showing love 

To the one I really love 

-Victor 

From The Beat: What a heartfelt poem. To love someone and not be 
able to express it is so hard. Do you think the other person knows 
you love them even if you don't express it though? Some people can 
better express love through actions instead of words. Although words 
are important, sometimes our actions matter the most. 
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M) Liyilt), M) Line 

My parents and family, also my girl, have my loyalty. 
They have my loyalty because they love me, they have 
strong feelings for me and - last but not least - respect. 
All except my lil' cousins, I put them in check though, 
teach them how to respect elders. And also how to respect 
a girl, 'cause if you want it you have to give it in order to 
get it. I got respect for myself so a lot of people respect 
me, some don't. Well, that's how I got loyalty in me - I 
show others love but not many. 

-Jv 

From The Beat: Yes, the key here is the idea of giving respect to the 
universe in order to get it. Perhaps if you expanded the circle of who 
you give respect to, you will find that you are getting more respect 
yourself. 
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When I Get Out 



When I get out I am going to try to be good, try to do 
good in school. Be good to my family and be respectful to 
them. I would try to stop messing up and stay out of jail. 

-Sleepy 

From The Beat: We're glad to hear all this positive talk come from you. 
We hope that you're not just talking all those positive remarks because 
you're locked up. We hope that when you do get out you follow through 
with everything that you're saying. It's not going to be esks,^ but just try 
your hardest, and all your hard work and determination will eventually I 
pay o«- I 
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Rapping For The Beat 

I'm sitting in class writing for The Beat Within 

I'm trying to spit this rap without a Beat in my head 

I stay up on the block and never drop to my knees 

I stay upon my feet and stack up all the green 

Ya' I'm spitting my flows and I post up in San Jose. Gone 

-Too young 

From The Beat: You better stay up on yo' feet and stay out of jail. All 
that green you gone stack aint even gone be worth it, if you have to 
risk your freedom or your life. 







//// // 



Never coming back 
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What's up this is James coming from San Jose. You 
know but I am going to tell you some things about me. Fm 
never coming back, never. When I first came to the hall I 
thought that I would never get locked up before. Now this 
is my 5th time in here. Damn I am still saying I'm never 
coming back here. Now I am gone come back. I think to 
myself, am I coming back or I am never coming back? 

But I tell my mom that I am never coming back but 
now look at me I am still in here. I did 6-8 months at the 
ranch but I ran the first two weeks I was there. Me and my 
homeboy Elmo we cut. So me and my homeboy ran and 
what do you know? I got caught the next day at 12am. Me 
and my homeboy got locked up together. Now I am in here 
and I am still saying that I am not coming back. 

-James 

From The Beat: Everyone says things they don't mean. Like sometimes 
when you get into stn argument with your moms and you %9iy "\ hate 
you!" Or when people say things when they're angry, or sometimes 
people just talk without thinking. But there's a saying "Actions speaks 
louder than words." And until your actions condone exactly what you 
trying to do then you can %«y anything you want but that doesn't mean 
you will do it. If you yMSkttnsk stop coming to jail it's gonna be by your 
actions, and the choices you make, not whatever you tell us. 



PO Problems 



What's up beat? Today I'm going to talk about PO 
problems. My probation officer tells me she wants me out 
but every time I go to court she be lien in her report but 
then it just 

Escalade to more problems like new charges or more 
time im begin held above my head. 

She don't contact me she don't talk to my parents 
about my cases she wants me to get on EMP but she's lied 
so much in the past that the judge don't want to release 
me to get released me. 

He wants me to do 6 to 8 months in the ranch. But my 
attorney is smart he continued my case until it's a new 
judge so hopefully ill get released. 

To all those out there doing time keep your head up 
things gone change. 

-Froggy 

From The Beat: You knoiv that's the case about many ivho ivork in the 
system. They never seem to inform the parents or guardians about the 
developments in the case. So you can't never rely on your PO- that's not 
to say all POs, yet, all you can do is follow all the guidelines of your 
probation and don't break the law. That way you won't get into siny 
trouble and you won't constantly find yourself in the courtroom all the 



Wiste Of liie 
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Tonight I'm going to write about being locked up and 
how it's a waste of time. Being locked up is a waste of time 
because all you do is sit here in this boring ass place and 
do nothing all day. And all you can really think about the 
first couple weeks you're in here is being back with your 
family and hoping nothing bad is happening to them. 

If you don't like people telling you what to do then 
being locked up is not for you because they're telling 
you what to do all day everyday. And their food is almost 
always nasty it aint no McDonalds or Jack In The Box or 
whatever the hell you eat. 

-S 

From The Beat: You're right about jail. They serve nsk%ty food, and staff 
bosses you around all day. There really ain't nothing to do but reflect on 
whatever you did to go to jail in the first place. You can sit there and 
whine and complain but think about your life and where you wannabe. 
Obviously you don't want to make a career out of coming in and out of 
these facilities. So come up with a plan on how you want tp stay out 
and not come back. One suggestion, don't worry about being a down 
homie. Seriously! 



Doorway To Hell 
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Last house on the block had a burglary, a cemetery, a 

haunted mansion. 

We split and the choppers heard, 

so I rolled up a sack of Canadian herb, 

opened up a door and this is what I saw: it was mayhem. 

Some guy got shot but he didn't want to die. 

He kept moving the block 

plus his dead homeboys already in Hell 

drive-by backfired 

only one of them bailed. 

He's hit. 

How much more can he run. 

Enemies comb the street. 

He saved one in his gun 

in case he got caught. 

He isn't coming alive. 

He's bleeding to death with a bullet in his side. 

He's a homie of mine and he's brainless. 

Straight put it down and stainless — doorway to hell. 

I must of opened up a doorway to Hell. Doorway to Hell. 

I open up the second door. 

Shhh was going down at the video store 

robbery, turn murder got that shhh on tape. 

Homicide detectives want to shake and bake. 

Ain't got no leads that will lead to the capture. 

Instead you got a malo (mean guy) that's after killing 

everyone 

of your crew and it efing matters. 

It's whatever it took, drug money traced back to here. 

Swat team kicks down the door. 

First cop caught one. 

He got dropped to the floor. 

Sniper misses, hits his shoulder and fell, got knocked 

unconscious. 

He wakes up in jail and it became clearer that he be 

doing time in the future. Near — doorway to hell I must 

have opened up a doorway to Hell. Doorway to Hell. 

As I walk down the hall I thought to myself, 

I must have opened up a portal doorway to Hell 

because every time I enter I see some shhh, 

some "screwed up shhh like what I'm dealing with. 

They stole my sleep, ain't got no sleep in days. 

I hit a dark corner from inside my brain. 

The horror factor and I proceed with caution. 

I'm at the payphone and some say I'm slippin'. 

Must have been the drinking or the shhh I'm sniffin' 

while two youngsters silently creep. 

Through the dark, shut the door said I'll find out on my 

own, 
got the hell out the mansion, shot back to the hood. 

- Rascal 

From The Beat: What skn intense piece. It this something that actually 
happened to you? If so, your references to a "doorway to Hell" tells me 
that you're aware of the horror you've experienced. Even if it didn't 
happen to you, we're sure you've faced some difficult things. What 
do you do to get away from the "doorway to Hell"? How do you think 
your experiences can keep others from going through what you've gone 
through? 



As I walk down the hall 

I thought to mifself, 

I must have opened up 

a portal dootwaif to Hell 
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For a Short Time 



This guy, he caught my eye 

For now it's just smiles and looks 

If we are right, God will use his might 

To make us tight, and everything will be 

Right, but if it nothing between, I hope 

God watches over him and his daughter and 

I pray that my son's healthy. 

-Mona 

From The Beat: Those are good things to pray for. We wish you and your 
baby the best. Your baby deserves it, and so do you. 



Neier Coniig lack 
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What it do Beat? Well, I never want to come back 'cause 
the hall is not for me. The day I do get out I'm not going 
to come back 'cause I'm going to be a good dad. I'm only 
15 and I'm in the hall. Wow, but I'm going to be out soon 
and the day I get out I'm going to eat a hell of a lot and go 
back to school and look for a job and make my mom and 
dad happy. 

Well, Beat, I'm out. Oh yea, I love The Beat and I will 
miss you Beat. 

Oh yea, RIP Carlos Sousa and screw the San Francisco 
Zoo. One love Carlos. We miss you. See you one day in 
heaven. Well, Beat, please put this one in the Book. 

- Tavares 

From The Beat: Noiv that this one is in the Boole, iwe iwant you to thinic 

L about why the Hail is not for you. How are you going to maice your 
mom and dad happy? How will you be a good dad? We icnow that you 
have potential because you want to go to school and want to be a good 
father — but how will you follow up on these claims? We'll miss you too. 



Tavares. 



Here Too Maoy Tioies 



What up Beat? It that one and only Kanna coming at 
you... Well today I'm writing about why the hell I keep 
coming back. Well, I don't know if this is my tenth or 
eighth time here. But anyways, every time I come they 
send me home, so that's why I got used to coming back 
and goin' back home. 

This time I'm headed to the ranch, facing 6 to 8 
months. Hopefully I won't run. 

-Kanna 

From The Beat: Did you thinic you could get a pass forever? Sounds like 
you've had more chances than most. And now you've run out of them. 
Time to get serious about your life, isn't it? 



Takiflo Care of My Problems 

I remember when I was small, and the only person I could 
talk to was my mother. But the only problem was that she 
was always working. Most of the time I couldn't talk to 
anybody. By a young age I learned to keep my problems 
to myself. It was hard for me to take care of my problems 
at a young age. 

They all usually ended up in fighting another person. 
Sometimes I lost, and they beat the shhh out of me. At 
the age of a young teen I started to kick back with gang 
members. As soon as I hit seventeen I got jumped in my 
first gang. Started trying every type of drug you could 
think of. People ask me, "Do you regret what you have 
done." I simply say, "Hell No!" I was just taking care of my 
problems. I did what I had to do. 

- Browny 

From The Beat: Even if you don't regret what you've done, are there 
other ways to take care of your problems now? Do you still feel like you 
can talk to your mother? We %en%e your strength and know that you can 
find positive ways to take care of your problems. 
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Checking In 
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What it do Beat? Me? Nothin' really, just waiting to get 
sentenced. I got court soon. I've have been here for four- 
plus-months, and I'm still waitin' to get sentenced. It's 
nothing though. If people can do years, I can do months. 

Anyway, I'm happy 'cause my good good good good 
Patrice is getting out real soon. Yeah, I'm still with my 
girl. I miss her a lot but I gotta make myself manage. 

Anyway, back to me. It's hella drama in here. Got 
females runnin' they mouth to be my patna. Someone 
always gotta hate and run they chops, but when she take 
off they gonna be looking stupid. That's my patna, so I 
got her back like she got mine. Anyhow, I've been holdin' 
my composure quite some time now. But my girls keep 
me thinkin' straight and on track. 

W hen I get out I ain't gon' cat off and act like I don't 
know them 'cause if it wasn't for them I would be on 
c-level, failed, new charges. They keep me up though. 
Y'all know who y'all is, I love y'all. If you need me on the 
outs I'll be there. I love my baby. You know who you are. 

-Sephina 

From The Beat: Lot of information here Sephina. Sounds like you have 
friends all over the place. We want you to be your own best friend. We 
want you to take yourself seriously. Get your priorities straightened 
out. We want you to have a long and happy life. We think you know 
what you need to do. You have a good heart. 



No Thrill In Coming Back 
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Hey Beat! Well, today's topic caught my eye because I 
never want to come back to the hall. This may only be 
my second time here. The first time I ever came here was 
because of my dumb action. The action I did was not 
keeping my hands to myself. 

I got released. I learned my lessons. I'm a very 
different person. I learned how to control my anger. 

I came back for a new charge because I have a thrill of 
driving. I love to drive 'cause it is adrenaline. I've learned 
my lesson now because I'm doing a long time. 

-Elissa 

From The Beat: There^ skn engine deep inside you that needs to be tuned 
up. it works best when you obey the speed limits and stop at red lights. 
You know what wre mean. 



Their Dnn't Even Knnw 



What up with it Beat? This your girl Linda letting you 
know what's up! 

All up in the hall, trying to go beyond these walls. But 
every time I try, a female gots to talk some shhh, trying to 
test me but I ain't no fool. So I hold in all the bullshhh. 

Females love to hate 'cause their man I can take. But 
not one female said anything to my damn face. What a 
shame. Only if they knew what kind of damage I can do. 
So I hold a smile on my face and if they got the balls 
they can slap if off my face. I've been beat down, but 
never layed down. I ain't no hard ass but I know about the 
streets. 

In here it's just a playground so I'll wait 'till I hit the 
streets of San Jose. I can just imagine them smiling in 
my face, trying to be my homie. But let's put it like this, 
"Don't hate, 'cause you ain't nothing like me." To all, you 
know who you are, stay up, much love, your girl ... 

-Linda 

From The Beat: You're sounding tough Linda. Is that going to get you 
what you really want? Stop looking for confrontations and they might 
not find you. And sk% for hitting the streets - that^ just a quick way 
to trouble. And before long, it ivill be a different kind of trouble than 
you've known in juvy. Drop the tough girl act. Get serious about finding 
the life you really ivant to live. 
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Hey Young Self 
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If I could, 

I would turn back the hands of time 

just to recollect the times 

when I was mistaken about mine, 

just to look upon the past, 

to see the things I had, 

to see the things I lost 

and the things I should have grabbed. 

Went from always getting jumped 

to nearly getting stabbed, 

should I use my fist 

or should I use this bat? 

Should I fight this dude 

or should I get to class? 

I should've 

but I didn't 

and I could've passed. 

If I could, 

I wouldn't change shhh, 

same white bandana, 

same damn problems 

that my family's living with, 

same homeboys that got me into this shhh 

and the same family that 

I'm living with. 

You gain some knowledge 

from all the billshhh. 

That's why I wouldn't change time. 

Not even a trick. 

-Keenan 

From The Beat: Since you can't, even if you wanted to, it^ wiser to just 
get on with things. You've learned a lot and a lot of it the hard way. 
Give yourself a break. Give your loved ones a break. You've got a good 
, Use it wisely. 



Hey Young Self- 

I am with you and you are me. When you or I or me or 
whatever, are 21 and our brother George says, "Stay here, 
don't follow me" and then he leaves on his bike, don't 
follow him. Remember that. It will save you a near death 
experience. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: We're not quite sure what you mean. You didn't give u% 
enough info, but it sounds like someone's experienced a close call. What 
good advice can you offer your 'here & now' self? 



If You Care 
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Is, my life worth fighting for? Yes, it is and anybody 
that cares about them selves should feel the same way. 
There are a lot of people who don't care about their life, 
but when you don't care that means you have no respect 
for yourself. People should always have respect for 
themselves. 

-Lomeli 

From The Beat: Yes, having respect for yourself is really important and 
having a good self-worth is key to going through tough times like being 
locked up. 
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Priorities 
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What's up Beat, this your boy Sleepy. I wanna tell everyone 
to keep your head up And to stay solid and remember 
God comes first, family comes next, and homies come 
third. Well everyone be good and stay safe much love and 
respect. 

-Sleepy 

From The Beat: If God comes first then why does everyone break the 
Ten Commandments? If God comes first then why do you kill, steal, 
jump people, stab people, hurt people? If your family comes next, then 
why do you hurt your family so much by getting in trouble and getting 
locked up? No one ever puts God first and you know that. And nobody 
even puts family second because everybody puts their homies' first. 



My First Time in tlie Haii 

My first time in the hall, man, it is boring. I made a big 
mistake for me to get in here. I am getting out in three 
months. I am trying my best to do good but it is hard. 

Me, I am just trying to get out and to have my family 
not worried about me. I have a lot of responsibility on the 
outs. I am trying to pass high school but I messed up so 
I just have to try. Sorry Beat if this is not the topic that I 
am doing. 

-Gg 

From The Beat: What makes being in here so difficult? A lot of things 
are hard in life but the trick is to not let it get u% down. The fact that 
you know you have responsibilities outside of the Hall and that you 
want to finish your education are good first steps to learning from your 
mistakes and moving on. Remember, we all make mistakes. As long si% 
we learn from them, they won't determine our lives. 
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in And Out 

My topic today is 
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"Never Coming 



What's up Beat? 
Back". 

From the first time I got locked up I kept telling 
myself, I'm never coming back! But I still kept coming 
back. I turned 18 a couple months ago, and believe me, 
this is not the place anyone would like to spend their 
birthday in, especially your 18th. It sucks but I can't do 
anything about it. 

Look forward all you young ones that aren't 18 yet. 
Get out and stay out! It's really not that hard if you think 
about it. Probation sucks. Everyone on probation is just 
another number in the system. Stay Out! 

-Melissa 

From The Beat: You're right. You don't get to be 18 again. Make sure 
you do what you have to do so that birthday 01 9 is spent in freedom. 
Make sure you get your high school diploma, too. You'll need that, and 
maybe more. 



it's Hard 

The problem I have is changing. It's very hard to change 
who you are. It's pretty easy to mess up and it's hard to 
do well. I try to do well for my family, my homies, and my 
lady. The older homies always try to tell me to do well and 
stay in school. Always keep my head up and stay solid. 
Stay solid when things get bad. Well that's all I got beat. 

-Sleepy 

From The Beat: It is hard to change. Nobody ever said it's gonna be easy, 

Lbut you have to stay focused and determined and strive for what you 
really Mistnnsk do. 
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Never Coming lu\ 

What's good. Beat? Well, the first time I got locked up I 
told myself I was never coming back, but when I got out I 
was up to the same ol' shhh and my negative actions just 
lead me back to here. 

It ain't easy to get out the system but if you try and 
you're really willing to, you could make it happen. Real 
talk. 

As for me though - I'm going to the ranch and I don't 
plan on running even though this J-cat wants me too! It's 
all love. To all - stay up! Late. 

-Nessa 

From The Beat: Don't run. Do the time. Earn your freedom. 
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Hard To Resist 



It's hard staying out of the system especially when you 

live in an area that has a lot of problems. 

I always say I'm not gonna come back and I end up 

coming back. I hate that shhh. Every time I get out I'm 

so tempted because my homeboys end up calling me 

and saying, "Are you gonna kick it?" And I end up doing 

something stupid and end up getting locked up. 
Well stay up Beat and to all keep your head up and stay 

out. 

- A young homie 

From The Beat: What skn honest piece. It is so true that even if you have 
the desire to stay out of trouble, going back to the place where you 
started can stop you from changing. What do you thinic it is about going 
back that makes it so hard? Do you see a way out of the cycle you keep 
getting caught in? 
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Cimiii Bick 

Well Beat, this is like a little game to me because I keep 
on coming back here. I keep slipping. I don't even know 
when I go to court or when I get out. My PO is getting very 
mad and he is trying to send me out of the county. I came 
back in one day and, well... I was too late. 

-Chris 

From The Beat: It may have started out sk% a little game, but it^ getting 
bigger and bigger, isn't it. In fact, now it seems quite out of control, 
your control, that is. Time to get serious, to review your history, and 
to make some decisions about what you really want. You're no longer 
playing the game. You're more like a pawn in it. If you want to get out 
of a "game" in which you have little, or no, control, stop acting like a 
pawn. Start behaving in a way that is more likely to provide you with a 
life that will make you happy, and make your loved ones proud. 



Rather Be Fresh 



I would rather have a nice car and nice clothes than live 
in a nice neighborhood. I feel comfortable where I live 
and even though the houses are run down I would hate to 
live where it's all nice because most likely the people are 
stuck up and call the cops for every little reason. They 
won't let parties go on for as long as they last in the hood 
and they probably judge everything you do. 

- Chucky 

From The Beat: We appreciate the honesty and love that you feel 
comfortable where you live. However, at the end of the piece you say 
that the people will probably judge everything you do. Aren't you 
judging them right here? Is it fair to accuse them of possibly judging 
you? Though you would like to stay fresh, can you think of other reasons 
lAfhy you iwould iwant to live in a nice neighborhood? 
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Beat, let me tell you something. When I was a kid I was 
away from my mom. I was only three years old [when I 
was] away from her. I suffer a lot, you can't imagine how. 

I cry every night and look at the sky and I ask the 
Lord, ' Where's my mom?' How come she's not next to 
me? 

One day the lady that used to take care of me told me 
that I was going to my mom's. I got this big smile on my 
face and I was only nine years old. 

Then I came to the USA and got involved in gangs. 

When I was a young teen I been spending time in 
these rooms, spending more time away from my mom and 
all the tears that I cried in Mexico remind me that the best 
thing I love in this world is my mom. But I don't show it 
and I don't know why! 

-Victor 

From The Beat: It must be so hard to be away from your mom — We can 
only imagine! Your love for her is obvious, though. What do you think 
keeps you from expressing that love for her? Sometimes the only thing 
that keeps us going is the love we have for other people and the love 
others have for us. 



Never Coming Back 
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It is hard to get out of the system because the system 
is meant for you to fail. They keep us here so they can 
make money. 

A lot of people tell me that they're never going to come 
back but yet they said they're still going to be doing the 
same. Well actions speak louder than words. When you 
say you're never going to come back, you have to make it 
happen. 

People usually come back because they're stuck at 
home on EMP, or on some program that they don't want 
to do and they get bored and they want to do something. 
Some people in here are here for a violation. I'm like darn, 
you're really dumb. Why are you going to mess up when 
they gave you a chance. 

I know it's hard to get out of the system but you just 
have to do what you got to do and stay out of trouble. 
And for me, I'm NEVER coming back here. I had enough 
already. Well that's it for now. Stay up. 

-A 

From The Beat: It sounds to u% like you're determined not to come 
back — We congratulate you on that first step. What do you think makes 
you different from the other young people that got into trouble like 
you, though? A lot of people say they're never coming back and yet 
they do. What makes you different? We ask because we hope that youi 
example can show and inspire others to do the same. 
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Interview Abnut Cuming ln\ 

Interviewer: Hi, how are you doing? 

Jeff: Good. You. 

Interviewer: I'm good too. How have things been going 

here? 

J: So far it's been cool. It isn't that bad in here. 

Interviewer: What's it like being in here? 

J: Coming back feels the worst but that only lasts for a 

couple days for me. Then I get used to it again. Have you 

ever gotten into trouble with the law? 

Interviewer: Not really. I know a lot about the criminal 

justice system, though. Did you know California spends 

more money on prisons than education each year? 

J: I think that's stupid! Why spend most on all these 

stressful places that don't care instead of education? 

Interviewer: In my opinion, people are afraid of what they 

don't understand. What do you think? 

J: I think that the system is greedy for money. Even 

though they have a lot they still try and make our lives 

harder by breaking us off from the more important stuff 

we need to focus on. Such as, drug programs if needed, 

school, or our family. 

-Jeff 

From The Beat: Jeff, you are so right! Keeping young people disconnected 
from the very things that might keep them from trouble only makes it 
more likely that they'll get into trouble again. Thank you for sharing 

I your thoughts and opinions. We're only sorry we didn't have more time 

I to talk about what you think! 



Time 
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Well the time I'm doing is four months and its hecka 
whack. I wish I could be on the outs. 

I hope who ever reading this don't cut your EMP like 
me. And if you go to the ranch, or go to camp, don't run. 
Just stay out of here and be good. Stay safe. 

-Sleepy 

From The Beat: It's hella ivhack doing time. But it's even more whack 
getting out and coming back. Because you would think that being 
locked up and getting out, you wouldn't vtsknnsk come back. Do you have 
any other advice for anybody trying to stay out of jail? What can you do 
to folloiAf your oivn advice so you can stay out of jail? 
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Coming Back 



Well I sometimes tell myself Fm not coming back, but 
it's the things that I'm doing that's leading me back here. 
One day, I'm going to run out of chances. I'm going to be 
here 

Doing a long time. But it's all good im not gone stop 
banging and that's a fact. But on the day I do get out I'm 
going to do the same thing and that's chill with the hood 
on San Carlos. So for those of you who say you're not 
coming back check again. And watch the things you be 
doing. 

-Alvato 

From The Beat: Well you can tell yourself whatever you want, but we 
gone tell you something. Keep banging and all you're gonna do is keep 
coming back to jail, maybe for a long time, or maybe even for the rest 
of their lives. All that banging is only going to guarantee you more jail 
time, pain and suffering, and funerals for you to go to. We wish you the 
best of luck when you're out there. We hope you act with caution. 



To My Love 
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I dedicate this to the one I love Abby 

The more I am away from you 

The more I want you here 

The more I do without your love 

The more I want you near. 

I know that it makes little since 

To what's not around 

But there's just one true love for me 

And that's the one I've found 

-Porky 

From The Beat: This is a sweet poem for the girl you love. You should 
send it to her so she knows how you feel about her. 
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RIP To Falleo Homies 



Faoiily 
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Family is very important. They're the best things in my 
life. When I was on the outs I would show them more 
respect. 

The person in my family is that I wish I could show 
a lot of respect is my grandma. She's the one that took 
care of me since I was a one year old. She cries every 
night because I'm locked up. Man I really miss her. Even 
though she see me every Sunday ha-ha. Well to everybody 
out there they should show their Family respect well 
that's all I have. 

-Sleepy 

From The Beat: You're right family is very important. When you're locked 
up they never forget about you. We also would like to tell you that 
most of the homies locked up in the State Pen that write to the Beat 
Within tell u% that they don't have any homies that visit or write them. 
The only visits or letters they get is from their families. So you might 
want to think about that before you start putting your homies before 
your family. 



I Always Koew 
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I always knew how bad it hurts. 

I was appalled at these crimes that robbed youth of there 

special time. 

I never knew how badly it hurts. 

The bruises and scars aren't seen 

why somewhere along life why the brutally of abuse has 

made you feel like 

the world was going to be over. 

I always knew you crept away and never let your 

feelings show. 

I always knew what I could do. 

I could help some how to be your pal. 

But I know that I can help. 

I can make a different too. 

I'll stand and shout with you and the rest can say I 

always knew. 

-I knew 

From The Beat: We always knew you had something to write about, but 
you didn't put your name. We know that youth are being robbed for 
their time, but also youth have to stop getting in trouble. Whatever 
we can do help we're here to help, but first, it starts with you making 
better choices! 
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Well I miss all the homies that passed away and are gone 
now. And I will never forget 

any of them. The homies I miss the most is the 
homies - Casper and Elmo. They were my best friends, 
always chilling at the park and drinking 40s. The first 
time I got locked up was with Elmo. Both of them were 
from my hood too. 

Well all I know they better be waiting for me when I 
get there. RIP Elmo and Casper. 

-Sleepy 

From The Beat: RIP to everyone that fell victims to the street violence 
that^ been going in the streets. We hope you're careful out there and 
don't keep going back to the same things. You have already %een where 
that lifestyle leads you. You make your own choices and control your 
own destiny nobody else. I 
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Fits Afld A Car, Aod Comioo Back \lj 

I choose fits and a car over a hood to live in. \\ 

All I need is a house to live in and a bed to sleep on. 

All I got to do is show my respect to my neighbors and 

hope they respect me. 

Just watch my back and keep a gun in the house. 

It might suck to have to raise my kids in a bad hood. 

I'll be an entrepreneur still making money. 
I just won't have a good house and I'll hear sirens but 
I'll know I'm rich. 
I think people come back so many times because they 
get used to it like the Stockholm Disease. It's like when 
someone starts to do something enough times. Even it 
they don't like it very much, they keep doing is as a result, 
like if someone gets beat or kidnapped, sometimes they'll 
get attached to the kidnapper or beater. 

- Jacob 

From The Beat:Thanks for writing on two topics! You say it might suck 
to have to raise kids in a bad hood. This is a good point. Even though 
you don't develop it further in your writing, keep thinking about this, 
is this what you really want for your kids? Is icnowing you're rich good 
enough for you? We would hope that you would aim for more, for a 
richness that includes not just material wealth, but also safety and 
peace of mind for your whole family. 
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Hard At Elevoo 



When I was young like 11, it was all bad, because I saw a 
lot of things in my young childhood. I saw kids smoking 
in the park, young kids like me. I also saw people fighting 
at parks or around my house or at the malls. So I wanted 
to be like that, too. 

I did for like two years. It was all good for the two 
years. But then it was all bad because I started getting 
in trouble with my mom and the cops, too. I got locked 
up because I was smoking and fighting in school a lot or 
all the time. That got me in trouble. I know I did wrong 
after I got locked up. I learned a lot by being there for 8 
months. So that's what happened when I was 11 years 
old. 

- Luis 

From The Beat: We think you've learned your lesson to not want to be 
like others for bad reasons. Look for role models in your life that take 
their lives in the right direction, and see what they have to offer you. 
Maybe after going down their path, you'll eventually forge your own 
^tsk^ that will take you to success. 
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A Little Of This 



I don't care about colors 

If you want it 

I'll give you static 

My rhymes flow like no other 

And I bet it will cause you havoc 

This is truth 

I grew up on the streets 

My only role models 

We're kicking back 

Drinking 40' bottles 

My oldest brother doing time for a murder that he did 

commit 

He wishes now he could rewind time 

For he didn't hit the pen 

I'll be 37 the next time I see my bro 

So to my Kaya I dedicate you this flow 

I got to end this. 

Ace gone. 

-Ace 

From The Beat: We all wish we could reiwind time, don't iwe. But iwe 
know that it^ impossible. But let's take ownership of the capabilities 
that we still have. We still have the present and the future. Let's do sk% 
much sk% we can with those so that we'll be in better situations. Let's 
make the decisions that recognize where we've been through, but bring 
VL% beyond that to a place where we're doing the right things! As for 
your piece, sorry we had to cut part of it, given we could not make 
heads or tails what you wrote. 
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Fitted 



You're on the right way, because you know what your problem is - you 
just always think about yourself. Start including others when you 
consider your actions, and hopefully that will help you make better 
decisions. 
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To me, being fltted and having a coo' ass car is better 
than living in a good-ass neighborhood. You know, I like 
sporting them Jordans and Nike Cortez, you know? And 
sporting that Roca Wear and Baby Phat and all those 
others. 

To all - keep your head up and don't let no one let you 
down. Much love. Shout out to Ms. Wong - your hella coo- 
ass staff. 

-Athina 

From The Beat: Perhaps this question is hard for you to think about 
because you only deal with buying clothes and such and haven't yet 
really had to think about buying a house and where to live. Maybe 
being fitted doesn't have to be in opposition to where you live. 
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Wiiat's Going On 

What up Beat. This is your Boy lucky lokon. Well flrst 
let me say I've been locked up since November 10, 2007 
I haven't seen my family since then. And all my family 
thinks that because my father got locked up so many 
times, I'm going to follow his foot steps. But I'm my own 
person. , 

I've made it for 16 years with no probation or ever I 
getting locked up. But I guess I was in the wrong place at ' 
the wrong time. 

I'm going to the Ranch for some shhh I never did. But 
I guess that's the way of life when you gang bang. I hope 
one day to have my own family, but right now I can't stop 
following this life - 1 live like they say, out of control. I put 
my family and friends through so much. But I just always 
think about myself. I remembered I read something. It 
went like this: life promises everybody something and do 
you know what that is? Death! 

Love to all of you! 

- Lucky lokon 

From The Beat: Being in the wrong place at the wrong time can make 
all the difference. If you can minimize those cases, like by gang banging 
less, you'll find yourself in the right place at the right time more often. | 



Stressed 
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What's cracking Beat? Damn I don't really have much to 
say today. I'm not really in the mood to write today. I'll 
get at you later! Oh wait maybe I got a little bit in me. 

I'm so hella stressed out. Not because I'm in here 
but because my mom is hurting and stressing at home. I 
hate seeing my mom during visits all sad. It just makes 
me want to go to my room and cry. But I still try to keep 
my head up. 

Alright Beat I'm really out this time. Late! 

-Clumsy 

From The Beat: We're sad to hear that your mom is hurting and stressing 
at home. Things aren't going to get better immediately, but gradually 
you can change her situation by making the right choices. The next time 
you feel like doing something that could get you in trouble, think about 
the %skAne%% of your mother, and whether you want her to continue 
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that condition. 



Getting Out And Stayino Out 
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I don't think it's hard getting out the system. It's all on 
you. You just got to play it cool and you will be off. 

I was off April '06. It's '08 now and I'm 18 about to be 
19. 

I'm in here on some bunk-ass charges that got me on 
pause from my real life out there. See I had two jobs, and 
just bought a new Benz. Well, my parents helped cash out 
but it got impounded. Shady, huh? I'm in here for strong 
armed robbery but should be touching sun on March 6th. 
So that's how I stay successful. I was just at the wrong 
place at the wrong time. But I'm feeling to do right and 
shut it down, see y'all on TV. 

-Yo' Girl Yung 

From The Beat: Often people in The Beat write about being in the wrong 
place at the wrong time - sk% though you had nothing to do with being 
in this wrong place. Do you think part of growing up is about taking 
blame for your problems? 
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I Learnino Tlie Hard Way 

I think it's hard for most Chicanos and blacks to get out 
of the system and some whites. Almost everybody who 
is in can't ever get out. But what can we do? Nothing, 
except sit there and take it. Sometimes you have to learn 
the hard way or you never do learn. 

When the cops see you, a young Chicano looking all 
firme, what are they going to do: pull you over and screw 
with you, run your name and next thing you know, let me 
search you because you're on probation. What can you 
do? Nothing, because in the system it's hard because 
people know when you are a felon and when they know 

I that they look at you as a bad person. 
- Eddie 

From The Beat: There may not be a lot you can do about the system 
right now, but you can do something. Don't think about the things 
you can't do. Think about the things you can, and do them well. It's 
through those activities that you will succeed. Perhaps one day you will 
be in a position where you can actually change the system so that those 
I who come after you will have better opportunities. 



Back In The Day 
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Back in the day when I was a kid - who loved to fight 
and make money - my mother was having a party and me 
and my brothers and sisters were standing outside the 
restroom door with our hands out and people had to pay 
us to get to use the restroom. That's how I was. 

-Ronnie 

From The Beat: Somehow, it seems that this would be a great hustle for 
a little kid. Do you recognize the same traits in yourself today that were 
in that little kid standing outside the bathroom door? 
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An Interview Abnut 
Cnming Back/Never Coming Bacii 

The Beat: Why do you think it's so hard to get out of the 
system? 

Albert: Because you get used to being it here. It feels 
go to be on the outs, to be normal again, but it also hard 
because you're so used to life in here. It's also kind of 
like karma- when you're on the outs and you do wrong, 
you eventually get in trouble and end up back in here. 

The Beat: Why does it feel difficult to stay out of 
trouble when you're away from here? 

Albert: Because doing the things that get me in trouble 
is fun. I just try to not get caught. 

The Beat: Do you really think that works? Do you 
really think that you won't get caught? 

Albert: No, not really. I know that eventually everyone 
gets caught for doing wrong things. That's part of the 
problem- 1 like the rush that I get when I'm doing that. 

The Beat: OK, so you like the rush you feel from 
testing your fate. What are other things that give you a 
good rush that will not cause you such trouble? 

Albert: I like sports, fixing stuff, my girlfriend... 
working out. 

The Beat: Good. You also know that if you continue 
getting in trouble, you will wind up in the adult criminal 
system. That's different from here- that's a lot worse. 

Albert: Yes, I know that. I really want to stay out of 
that so I can have a house, kids, and be with my family. 
Once I have a good job then I will be focused on good 
things and not be tempted to get into trouble. 

-Albert 

From The Beat: In order to break a bad habit, you have to replace it 
with a good one. You are right- getting a good job and focusing on 

I other positive things that you enjoy doing will help you break the 
negative cycle of trouble that will only get worse with time. Focus on 



Fits And A Car 



I would rather have fits and a car. If I had fits and cars, 
I could get girls and pick them up from wherever. If I 
wanted to, I could go wherever I wanted. You see, if I had 
fits and a car, I would be fit and cool, but I would live in 
the hood- that's life to me. 

In the hood, I have everything- a house, family, and 
my homies. That's why I would have fits, but you know, 
I'm already fitted and gifted. You know what I mean? 

-Juan 

From The Beat: You're right about one thing- you are already gifted. 
Where you live and what you have does not make you a better person, 
it is often easier to avoid trouble if we live in safer environments. When 
you grow up and have a family of your own; where would you want 
them to live? What kind of a life do you want for them? 



a different future- with the people that you love. That's a good place > 
to get caught! I 



I Ran 
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Aiways Abnut Tlie Car And Tlie Cintlies 

Well, I'd rather have a nice car and nice clothes than a 
new house because I think every house is the same and 
that really doesn't matter. 

-Holyses 

From The Beat: You have the right to make your own choice. Please 
keep in mind that we are often influenced greatly by the people we 
associate with and what's going on around us. You may have to be even 
stronger to make good decisions in a bad environment. 



Tiie Stnpid Stuff 

He is doing PE jumping jacks. 

He is on his fifth set. 

He wants to get in shape. 

He wants to get out of here. 

He wants a new life. 

He is over the stupid stuff. 

The end. 

From The Beat: OK, 1 0,000 pushups and you're out of here. 



-Damien 



It's larl 
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It's hard to get out of the system because of how strict it is 

I am still a minor, so it's not really just all on me but it's also 

on my mom. You get used to being in here, so when you get 

back on the outs you have to get used to that again too. I am 

a thug and have to keep my hood strong. If you think like 

that, you'll get involved in stealing again. 

When I get out of here, I will be hard on people. I've 

heard that if you are locked up for a long time, you go kind of 

crazy and just don't give a shhh. It doesn't take a lot to stay 

free, but the hard thing is changing- 1 don't want to change. 

Sometimes it's about being in the wrong time at the wrong 

place. I could do other stuff that makes time good and won't 

get me into trouble like sports, school, etc... 

-Damian 

From The Beat: It sounds like you see both sides of the coin. You know 
what challenges there are to staying away from your old habits and old 
ways of thinking that get you into trouble. I also see how it affects 
your mom and what positive things you can do to change your path. 
That is the reasoning of a good person that is capable of making those 
hard changes- not of a thug that doesn't care. You may need to make I 
apologies for past mistakes. You can break the cycle. I 
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What's up Beat? I'm back because I ran away from my I I 
program. I don't know why I did it. I just didn't want to " 

be there anymore. 

I have court soon, and I have new charges on me. I 
messed up, but I guess I have to deal with it and get on 
with my life. Hopefully, I will get sent to a placement 
soon because I don't want to be here anymore. 

-Robert i I 

From The Beat: We hope you'll keep u% up to date with what^ happening i | 
in your life. You are a bright fellow. We know you hear that all the time, 
but it's true. And it gives you a leg up on meeting your goals. Or, it 
would, if you ivorked at it. 
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Allow me to extend my utmost love, respect and 
appreciation your way. I also hope that this letter 
reaches The Beat and Beaters in the best of both health 
and spirit. With that said, I will respectfully get down to 
the "bizz"... 

Well, I think it's important to stay out of the system 
because it's not good to be here for a couple of reasons. 
Your family really needs you to be there with them - to 
help them with their errands. If your grandparents live in 
your home, they might need your help to move around, to 
remind them to take their medications, and so on. 

Another reason that I consider to be a very good one 
is that you just don't want to be another number in the 
system. You also don't want to ask for permission when to 
move, sleep, turn off the lights and to go to the bathroom. 
I think that we shouldn't have to ask for permission to 
do these things, but if you keep getting arrested, then 
you'll have to keep asking for permission for the stuff 
mentioned above. 

- I 

From The Beat: Yup, those are pretty good reasons. And what about 
your own self-esteem? And your future? Add those to the list. Now get 
out of here and don't come back. 
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What The Hell? 



No one will ever know 

The world hidden deep down inside 

The one I always hide 

No matter what I hide inside 

Like a turtle hiding in my shell 

So what the hell? 

I will burn in hell 

'Cause I will not tell 

Life is like a mystic river 

Ever changing as it flows 

But, like I said 

I'll never tell 

Stay away 

Just go away 

Just burn in hell 

So what the hell? 

-B 

From The Beat: You totally have the right to keep your private soul to 
yourself, but why do you think you'll burn in hell for it? Is your secret 
world causing you pain? 



It Takes Two 



I love you 

But it takes 

Two to fall in love 

With a person 

-Sad Girl 

From The Beat: Really, it only takes one to fall in love, but you're right, 
it's so sweet and better for two of you to fall in love with each other, 
and be happy together. 
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This Past Month 
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Fm in for the longest amount of time. I've been in the 
halls before. 

I'm going to turn eighteen, in, like, six months, so 
when I get out I have to do good so I don't mess up and 
end up on adult probation. 

I smoke too much weed and it has screwed up my life 
and made me a different person than I was before. See 
you on the outs. Maybe I'll smoke you out a blunt. 

-Diesel 

From The Beat: How would you describe the person you were before 
you started smoking weed? Who are you now? Will you have to stop 
smoking on the outs, to "unscrew up" your world weed has messed up, 
and get your world back together? If so, will it be worth it for you to 
do it? Do you have the strength? Do you want the life you had before 
weed, or a whole new one? 



Being Locked Up In Here 



Hey, Beat. How are you guys today? 

To begin with, I am going to talk about being locked 
up in here. Well, being locked up in here is so bad. I been 
getting in deep trouble and have missed my family, but 
I know that I am not going to be in here for too long. I 
might live in placement, but I don't mind, 'cause I will not 
come back, only if I mess up, then I will be back. This 
is how bad locked up is, 'cause you have to wear orange 
and blue and it doesn't look good on people. But to say 
we are not criminals, we are just doing things that are not 
right. 

-Sad Girl 

From The Beat: For anyone to label you a criminal may be unfair, 
insulting, cruel and hurtful, so if someone has called you of that, can 
you just ignore it? But if you're messing up doing small things on the 
outs you already know are wrong and if you're caught will bring you 
back into juvy where you don't want to be, can you just stop doing 
those things? isn't your freedom worth it? 



Locked lip In My Room 
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It's no different, like at home I go to my room and lock 
myself in there, just close my eyes and think about the 
precious things in life that I'm missing out on. 

All these thoughts of hatred, love and pain--I don't 
know what to do about it. Well, I just continue what I've 
been doing. Just say, "It's all in your head," and wait 'til 
the next day. 

-Chepe 

From The Beat: Do you think your imagination is going to bug you until 
you make the difficult decision you're facing? Since you write that your 
life in your room at home is much like your life in your room in juvy, it 
seems like your mind won't let you alone until you make the choice your 
soul seems to know you need. 



U 



A New Life? 

Shall I change for the better? 

Will I be okay? 
Shall I change for the better? 
Will I live to see the next day? 

Time will pass, I will see 

But slow or fast? It's up to me 

Placement and the halls 

They're in my path 

Probation officer 

Such a pain in the . . . 

But I can't mess up 

I gotta keep try in' 

Do what I can 

And stop lyin' 

No more heartbreak 

No more cryin' 

So I'm out, I'm out 

Gettin' ready to be free 

Don't help me mess up 

Just leave me be 

-Angel 

From The Beat: Do you feel that if everyone left you alone, you'd have 
the strength to make choices you need to make? If that^ true, who 
has messed you up in the past? It can be hard to stand up to them, 
especially when you love and feel close to them, but if you can listen to 
your own mind when it's telling you that whatever you're considering 
is way wrong, can you just say it out loud, because you know you're ■ 
right? I 



Look Where I'm At 



Took the police on a high speed 

Now look where I'm at 

Hittin' eighty 

Don't want to get caught with the mack 

I'm dustin' the police 

I'm gonna throw it out the window 

Look for a second 

I don't think they saw me, though 

Should I take them to San Francisco? 

Na, I ain't gone do that 

I threw the mack out the window 

I'm gonna take them to the house 

So my sister' car don't get towed 

But still I ain't tryin' to go back 

I pull over 

Now look at 

Where I'm at 

-Lil' Hus 

From The Beat: Foolish! How many people's lives were you threatening 
with your high-speed chase? When is the last time you looked at a car 
crunched up by a crash, or at someone mutilated, his/her life destroyed, 
by being in skn accident? Do you know how lucky and they are you are 
you didn't hit skn^onel And what are you doing with a gun? Nothing 
good can come of that — if you u%e it, someone can get seriously wounded 
or dead, including you. 
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Never Coming Back 

It is hard to get out the criminal system because 
everything around a juvenile is illegal — drinking, driving, 
smoking, and many other fun things in a teenager's eyes 
are illegal for them. If they weren't illegal, then many of 
us would probably not even be here. 

It is also bad to stay out the halls, because the police 
never believe a youngster these days. They have never 
believed my stories, even though they are true and they 
always end up arresting teenagers. The police in San 
Rafael also have nothing to do but pick on youngsters, 
because there are no major crimes going on. All they do 
is patrol the streets and look for kids and pull them over, 
even though they aren't doing anything, only because 
they are young and look like criminals to them. Hopefully 
the cops don't do that to me again, and I won't end up in 
here again. 

-Fernando 

From The Beat: Do you think it^ possible that some things that teenagers 
enjoy, iiice smoicing cigarettes and weed, and drinicing alcohol, are illegal 
for you because they can mess your health, addict you, and induce you 
to make decisions that can truly wreck your lives? You all will be adults 
soon, and then you can pretty much make up your own minds how you 
want to live your lives. Maybe the police are too eager to think you all 
are messing up somehow when you're out there, especially late at night, 
and arrest you, but since you already know they can't always judge the 
truth of lAfhat you tell them, ivhy not chill and not even give them the 
problem of deciding on the scene what's up with you? 
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The Streets Are Calliny Me 

Every day it's the same 

But I want it to change 

I got things to live for 

But I'm too stupid to understand all 

These good things in my life 

I got a daughter and a new girl 

Who cares about me 

But what do I do? 

I just throw it all away 

Hopefully this will all change 

But, wait, my phone is ringing 

I got to go 

Because the streets are calling me 

Simon 

-Chepe 

From The Beat: You write that the streets have already threatened 
your life with your new lady and your daughter, and take away your 
freedom. Every day your choices will be the same — whether to go to the 
streets or not. Have you ever stayed out of the streets? Besides the 
streets that call you, you already have a daughter who may be crying 
I for you, and a lady, too. 
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Back To The Hole 
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Why do I find my self coming back to this hell hole? Why? 
The system is so twisted they don't' even know what they are 
doing. They are setting us up to keep on falling back down. 
They put me on a year probation thinking I'm going to get 
through with out any problems, are they crazy? 

I violated once, violated twice, and now I'm back in this 
bunk ass place! 

Why do they set us up to fail? They are setting us up to 
fail because they put us on a one, two, three-year of probation 
and expect us to finish with out any problems. It's like they 
are giving us a ticket to a show, but we never make it to the 
front to see what there is to see. They put a year on me, and 
tell me a grip of lies and I don't believe what they have to say. 
I never thought that one day I would be back in this place. 
The longer they give us the harder it's going to be to keep 
your cool, and mind the rules they have to give. 

- Smiles 
From The Beat: You %«y the system is setting you up to fail, yet you're 
the one who keeps making the same dumb mistakes, if you had siny 
%en%e you would get through your probation like other kids have done. 
You make yourself out to be the victim, but in reality, whining is the only 
thing you're good at. Grow up, own-up and take some responsibility. 



I Nile To Misell 
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I wish that someone would have been there to tell me 
not to do drugs, or to warm me that you can't trust those 
people I thought were friends. They would not have my 
back when it all went down, I wish that I would have 
someone to encourage me to stay in school or to do 
sports and take the right route. 

Go to college play ball or do something else other 
then ending up here in JDC. 

- Clarence 

From The Beat: What you speak of is almost hard to believe. Did your 
mother or father not tell you at some point not to do drugs, or did they 
not tell you that the people you hang out with will only get you into 
trouble? Did your parents not encourage you to stay in school and do 
good, and one day maybe go to collage? 



Loyaltir lARapl 



I'm tired showing everybody loyalty 

Looking down on me like there royalty 

Messing with my mind trying to toy with me 

Pleasing ya'U don't bring no joy to me 

Want me to do for you what you gone do for me 

Asking me for things like I'm a charity 

This relationship ain't really fair to me 

When you got things do you call to share with me 

To me ya'U are a little bit too spoiled 
Now tell me what does it mean being loyal 

- Da Bay Gurl 

From The Beat: With the name "Da Bay Gurl" we are assuming that you 
are from the Bay Area? You left u% short on your rap. You say a little, 
but ask u% what it means to be loyal; we need to hear from you what it 
means to be loyal. 
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Bid listeier 

Why do I keep coming back? Because I don't' know how 
to listen. I guess I just like smoking weed! I got a problem 
with authority, and I've been like this my whole life and 
there trying to change me in one day. It doesn't work like 
that. It's always like I go to jail and then I get out and do 
well for a few months then I start smoking again. 

It seems like my PO sets me up to fail because they 
keep sending me back to the hood where they know I'm 
messing up. 

- Kalee 

From The Beat: TWo things, first it^ good to see you know the problems 
and why you keep coming back. Second, you can not blame your PO for 
your troubles, it was you that took the weed and smoked it, it was you 
that made that choice not your PO or stny body else. Many people live 
in the "hood" all their lives, yet they manage to stay out of trouble, it's 
all about one thing, choices. 
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No Te Juntes Con Mala Jontas 
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Yo diria que la vida es una sola. Cuando andes solo, no te 
juntes con personas problematicas. Los problemas que tus 
amigos se encuentran, tu tambien te los encuentras. Por eso 
siempre es mejor andar solo porque lo que te pase es mejor 
que solo tu lo sepas. 

Si quieres vivir una vida nueva, no te envolucres con 
pandillas o con personas que te den problemas. 

From The Beat: ^Hablas de experiencia? Creemos que son consejos bien 
sabios. £Dinos, y tu que piensas hacer cuando saigas? ^Seguiras tus 
mismos consejos? 

Don't Hang Dot With Bad Friends 

I'd say that life is only one. When you find yourself alone, 
don't hang out with problematic people. The conflicts your 
friends get involved in are yours as well. That's why is better 
to be alone because whatever happens is your own choice. 

If you want to live a new life, don't get involved into gangs 
or people that can only cause you problems. 

-Jose, Marin 
From The Beat: Are you speaking from experience? We thinic those are 
wise advice. Tell u%, what do you plan to do when you get out? Will you 
follow your own advice? 



Siempre Volvemos 
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Nosotros decimos que nunca vamos a regresar aqui. La 
verdad es que no nos gusta estar aqui. No me gusta la comida 
de aqui ni estar encerrado, pero volvemos porque nunca 
hacemos caso. Siempre seguimos en lo mismo. Decimos que 
no vamos a regresar supuestamente, pero siempre seguimos 
en lo mismo cometiendo los mismos errores. 

From The Beat: £Y tu que piensas sobre ti? ^Crees que regresaras? £0 
crees que ya llegastes al punto de comprender las cosas que lleban a 
uno a la carcel? 



We Always Come Baci( 



We say that we are never coming back. The truth is that we 
don't like to be here. I don't like the food here and being 
locked up, but we still come back because we don't listen. 
We always do the same thing. We always say that we aren't 
coming back, but we still commit the same errors. 

-Juan San Francisco 
From The Beat: What are your thoughts about yourself? Will you come 
back? Or have you gotten to point in understanding what bring people 
into jails? 



Arrepentido 
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Les voy acontar algo de mi vida. Mi vida es puro desperdicio 
y me siento muy triste porque me voy a ir al Rancho. Me 
arrepiento de haber corrido. 

Cuando saiga del Rancho voy a cambiar, voy a buscar 
un trabajo y no me voy a juntar con pandilleros. Cuando me 
junto con ellos, me meten en problemas. Espero salir de 
aqui pronto. 

From The Beat: £C6mo nos puedes probar que haras las cosas mejor esta 
vez? Hay mucho que dicen lo mismo, esperamos y que no llegues a ser 
otra mas en la lista. 



Regretful 



I'm going to share something about my life. My life has been 
a waste and I feel very sad because I am going to the Ranch. 
I regret it running away. 

When I get out of the Ranch, I'm going to change, look for 
a job, and I'm not going to hang around with gangsters. When 
I hang out with them, they get me into trouble. I hope to get 
out soon. 

-Beto, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: How can you prove that you'll do the right thing this 
time? There are many who have said the same and didn't make it, we 
hope you not to become another one on the list. 



La Manera Como Pienso Luciiar 
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Quiero cambiar porque no quiero estar en este lugar. 
Esta es la ultima vez que me dan una chanza. Ahora 
SI que la tengo que pensar porque no quiero echar a 
desperdiciar mi vida. 

Hice una promeza de no regresar aqui porque ahora 
ya estoy grande y tengo que pensarlo dos veces. Es todo 
lo que tengo que decir. 

From The Beat: Hicistes unsk promeza y tienes que cumplirla. Si sigues 
pensando de e%sk manera, pueda ser que logres tu propositos. Haz de tu 
vida algo usuable y de valor. No mires a lo demas y piensa en tu vida. 

Tiie Way I'm Tliini(ing To Fight 

I want to change because I don't want to be in this place. 
This is the last time they are going to give me a chance. 
Now I do have to think because I don't want to waste my 
life. 

I made a promise to never come back here and now 
that I am older I have to think about things twice. This is 
all I have to say. 

-Erivan Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: You made a promise and you have to accomplish it. If 
you keep thinking like this, you may accomplish your purpose. Made 
something valuable and useful of your life. Don't trip about what other 
do, and think about your life. 




Mi Priiera T Ultiia Vtz 
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Hey que ondas? Les voy a contar sobre que nunca 
voy a regresar aqui. Esta es mi primera vez que me han 
encerrado. La verdad es que le doy gracias a las personas 
que me han traido aqui para rehabilitarme y refleccionar 
para nunca cometer las mismas estupidez. 

Para nunca volver aqui, necesito portare bien y 
terminar mi escuela e ir al colegio. Quiero salir par aver a 
mi novia, a mi familia y nunca regresar. 

From The Beat: Ojala y puedas rehabilitarte y ser unsk persona de 
buenos modales. Tienes pensamientos positivos y eso es muy bueno. 
Sigue pensando sk%\ para que puedas cumplir tus suenos. 

My First And Last Time 

What's up? I'm going to write about never coming back. 
This is my first time I get locked up. The truth is that 
I thank those who brought me in here because this is 
helping me to rehabilitate and to reflect on the things I'm 
doing to never commit the same stupid things. 

To never come back here, I need to behave well, finish 
school and go to college. I want to get out to see my girl, 
my family and never come back. 

-Snoopy San Francisco 

From The Beat: We hope you can rehabilitate and become a person of 
good modals. You have positive thoughts and that^ good. Keep thinking 
the same, so you can accomplish all your dreams. 
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Lo Oue Oiero Hacer 



Primero que nada, gracias a Dios por tenerlos con vida. 
La verdad es que quiero que nosotros nunca regrecemos 
aqui. Ya es mi segunda vez aqui y espero eforzarme para 
que sea la ultima vez. 

La juez me dio otra oportunidad de ir a un programa 
y lo hare por mi bien y el de mi familia. En dos dias me 
ire al programa y espero comportarme bien para poder 
salir adelante. Quiero ser alguien para poder ayudar a mi 
madre. 

Tii estas siempre en mi mente Sefior, bendicenos y 
ayudanos para poder salir de las calles. Gracias por darme 
oportunidad de poder superarme. 

From The Beat: Esperamos y tomes aventaja de essk oportunidad. 
£C6mo ^en%sktsk% en superarte? £Que planes tienes para acompletar tu 
superacion? 



What I Want To Do 



First of all, thank God for keeping us alive. This is my 
second time and I hope to make an effort to make it the 
last time. 

The judge gave me another chance to go to a group 
home and I'll do it for my own good and my family's. I 
want to become someone to be able to help my mother. 

You are always in my mind Lord, bless us and help us 
to be able to get out of the streets. Thanks for the chance 
you gave me to succeed. 

-Jose San Francisco 

From The Beat: We hope you take advantage of this opportunity. What 
are your plans? How are you going to succeed? What plans do you have 
to achieve success? 



No Mas Calles 



No More Streets 
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Yo cuando estaba chiquito, queria estar en los Estados 
Unidos. Yo queria tener las cosas mias. Ya tengo algunas 
cosas. Ahora que estoy en los Estados Unidos, me siento 
orguUoso y cuando saiga voy a cambiar. Pienso en cambiar 
y no andar en la calle haciendo cosas fuera de la ley. 

Voy a buscar trabajao legal como en construccion 
porque no me gusta estar encerrado. Por eso voy a 
cambiar porque no quiero que se preocupe mi familia en 
principal mi madre y mi padre. 

Ojala Dios me ayude a salir de aqui pronto. Voy a 
buscar lo mejor para mi. Gracias! 

From The Beat: Nos parece bien que pienses en cabiar tu vida y buscar 
un trabajo buen. La pregunta es que si en realidad lo puedas cumplir. 



When I was young, I wanted to be in the US. I wanted to 
own things on my own. I already have a few. Now that I 
am in the US, I feel proud and when I get out, I'm going to 
change. I'm thinking to change and stop hanging on the 
streets doing things that violates the law. 

I'm going to find me a legal job in construction 
because I don't like to be locked up. That's why I'm going 
to change because I don't want my family to worry about 
me especially my parents. 

Hopefully God will help me soon. I'm going to search 
for the best for me. 

-Denis San Francisco 

From The Beat: It's a good thing to think ahead about searching for a 
good job. The question is, can you do this? 
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Todo Sera Diferente 
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Para mi lo mas importante es mi familia, que ellos esten 
bien, y no volver a cometer las mismos errores. 

Quiero cambiar y ser una persona nueva, asistir a 
la escuela, portarme bien, buscar un trabajo, y que mis 
padres se alegren de lo que yo hago. Quiero ser alguien el 
dia de mafiana. Primero Dios, ojala y no vuelva otra vez. 

From The Beat: Los pensamientos, las palabras e ideas estan ahi, ahora 
lo que faltan son los hechos. ^Crees que tengas la suficiente fuerza de 
voluntad para realizar esto? ^Cual sera tu motivacion para realizar todo 
esto? 

Everythino Will Be Different 

For me, the most important is my family, to have them 
healthy, and to never commit the same errors. 

I want to change and be a new person, go to school, 
behave well, look for job, and make my parents proud and 
happy. I want to be somebody for the day of tomorrow. 
Hope God, I never come back. 

-Juan San Francisco 

From The Beat: The thoughts, the words and ideas are there, now we 
need action. Do you feel prepare enough to make all this happen? What% 
your motivation to make this happen? 
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Grades A La Juvenile 



Gracia a la juvenile por atenderme muy bien. Me gusto 
por la escuela. Gracias por la educacion que le dan. El 
motivo por la cual estoy aqui es por andar en la calle 
fumando drogas. Eso no es bueno. Por eso voy aconsejar 
a mis amigos que las drogas no son buenas. Ellos dafian 
el cuerpo. Puedes hasta perder la vida. 

Las drogas solo lleban a la carcel y la calle no es 
buena porque te separa de la familia, de los estudios. 
Los estudio son la cosas mas importante en la vida. 

From The Beat: Pueda ser que este lugar te ayude a recuperarte, pero 
no tienes la necesidad de estar aqui para hacer las cosas mejor. Estas 
en el buen camino, el estudio abre muchas puertas, no lo abandones. 
Y sobre tu adiccion, si no puedes tu mismo con ella, busca ayuda de 
profesionales. Hay programas anti-drogas que ayudan mucho. 

Thanks Tn Jnvenlle Hall 

Thanks to juvenile hall for treating me well. I liked the 
school here. Thanks for the education they provide. The 
reason why I'm here is because of using drugs and being 
on the streets. That's no good. That's why I want to advice 
my friends that drugs aren't good. They harm our health. 
You can also loose your life. 

Drugs only take you to jail and the streets take you 
away from your family and school. School is important 
things in life. 

-Joel San Francisco 

From The Beat: It's possible that this place can help you to recover, but 
it^ not necessary to be here to do things right. You are on the right 
track, school opens many doors in life, don't forget it. And about your 
addiction, if you can't make it with her, look for professional help. There 
are programs out there that help a lot. 



\ 







//// // 



La Vida Mia 

Pues mira esta es la Negra. Pa' los que me conocen, no 
se aguiten. Saludes a todos los Catrachos. Pues y escogi 
escribir de que nunca iba a regresar. 

Pues para mi, yo voy a ir a Colorado y para mi va a ser 
muy duro. Yo al Uegar aqui, dije que iba a escaparme. Hasta 
que mi vato cayo preso, fue cuando reaccione. 

Yo me pongo a llorar porque tengo que hacer algo que 
no quiero hacer. Yo soy bien independiente y no dependo 
de nadie. Lo que no me Uega es hacerle caso a otra persona. 
Mira, yo me crie de una manera bien rara. Naci en Colombia 
pero cuando cumpli siete afios me trajeron a este paiz de 
porra. Aqui creci y aqui tengo que estar. 

Mira yo cuando cumpli 10 y 11 afios, mi madre me 
empezo a acusar de cosas que me destrozaron mi vida. A la 
misma vez, ella me hecho de la casa y yo me fui a vivir con 
mi padre. Yo estaba envolucrado en gangas porque en ese 
tiempo ellos eran mi linica familia. Mi padre siendo testigo 
de Jehova, no le gustaban ciertas cosas. 

Viviendo con ellos yo empece a trabajar y me va mas o 
menos. Despues yo no aguantaba. Cuando era mas mayor, 
me fui de la casa. Yo empece a hacer estupideces. Al cumplir 
un afio mas, pare de ir a la escuela porque conoci a un 
muchacho que todos le dicen, Kaval. Yo a el lo amo. El para 
mi es algo muy importante. 

Yo le oro a Dios y le doy las gracias por darmelo. Si, para 
mi es duro salir del sistema, pero si se puede. Yo todavia no 
he aprendido mi leccion. 

Yo pienso que uno en la vida tiene que hacer lo que 
uno puede para sobrevivir. Dicen que vender droga no es 
lo bueno, entonces porque no tratan de ayudar a la gente 
imigrante a bucar un trabajo e ir a la escuela. Ellos no 
ven que uno tiene padres y aveces hay hasta hermanos 
y hermanas que uno tiene que ayudar a sobrevivir en los 
paises de uno. Tambien alia es pura pobreza y aqui no es 
asi. Aqui uno todo lo puede mientras alia es pura pobreza. 
Yo le doy gracias a todos mis amigos, a la pandilla, por todo 
el efuerzo que hacen. 

Si a ellos no le gustan porque no ayudan en vez de 
deportar, encarcelar, y mandarlos a comer mierda. Si yo 
pienso que los que son nacidos aqui deben apreciar que 
ellos tienen todo y usarlos porque uno tiene que aprovechar. 
Como dice el dicho, "uno no aprecia nada porque ahi lo 
tienes." 

From The Beat: Se nota que desde muy pequena has decido vivir unsk vida 
muy descontroiada. Creemos que ya es tiempo que le pongas un stop a e%sk 
vida antes que iiegues a terminar muy mai. Antes porque eras pequena y 
ahora ya eres mayor ya tienes la madurez para pensar en lo que reaimente 
te conviene en tu vida. Ten en mente que no toda tu vida MSk% a vivir el 
mismo tipo de vida. Hay mejores cosas que experimentar en la vida. Una 
cosa mas, las drogas son maias y venderias no es un trabajo mas que matar gente. 



My life 
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Well, check this out, this is Negra. For those who know 
me, don't worry. My greetings to all Catrachos. I decided to 
write about never coming back. 

Well for me, I'm going to Colorado and it's going to be 
hard for me. When I got here, I wanted to escape. Until my 
boyfriend got locked up, he convinced me not to do it. 

I try to cry because I have to do something I don't want 
to do. I am very independent and I don't depend on anyone. 
What I don't like is to listen to other person. Look, I was 
raised in a very weird way. I was born in Colombia, but 
when I turned 7 years old, they brought me to this country. 
I was raised here and here I have to live. 

Look, when I turned 10 and 11, my mother started 
to accuse me of things that destroyed my life. At the mean 
time, she kicked me out from the house and I went to live 
with my dad. I was involved into gangs because at that 
time, they were my only family. My dad was Jehova Witness 
member and there were a certain things he didn't like. 

By living with them, I started to work and things were 
going OK. Later I got tired. When I got older, I left my house. 
I started to do stupid stuff. When I turned another day, I 
stopped going to school because I met a guy everybody 
calls, Kaval. I love him. He's very important for me. 

I pray to God and thank him for bringing him into 
my life. Yes, for me it's hard to leave the system, but it is 
possible. I still haven't learned my lesson. 

I think that in life you have to do whatever is possible 
to survive. They say that selling drugs isn't good, so why 
don't they try to help the immigrant people with a job or 
getting them into school. They can't see that we all have 
parents and little brothers and sister that we have to help 
to survive in our countries. There is also a huge poverty 
and here isn't like there. You can make everything possible 
here, but not there with the poverty. I thank all my friends, 
the 'hood for all the effort they make. 

The hell with that, if they don't like it, why don't they 
help instead of deporting, locked them up and send them 
to eat shhh. I think that those who are born here should 
appreciate all and use it because they should take advantage 
of it. Like the saying goes, "one doesn't appreciate things 
because they have it all." 

-Negra San Francisco 

From The Beat: It's noticeable that you've started to live skn uncontrollable 
life since very young. We think it's time to put skn end to that life before 
you end up in the worse shapes of all. Before you were excused because 
of your age, but not you are older enough and more mature to think 
what exactly will benefit your life. Keep in mind that you will live your 
whole life living a life with the same rhythm. There are better things 
to experience in life. One more thing, drugs are bad and selling it is 
definitely killing life. 
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La Memoria En Viento 



En la oscuridad me sente, llore 

No sabia que hacer, que hacer 

En esta tempestad yo no guardo paz 

^Como un nuevo dia sin ti, puedo yo enfrentar? 

<?,Por que no te deje mirar lo mejor de mi? 

No lo se, no lo se 

^Que puede ya haber, como mantener? 

Hoy, tus lagrima al suelo se caen 

La memoria en viento, 

En tu alma no hay felicidad si tii no me das a encontrar 

Pensando en ese adios cual nunca se puede cellar 

No logro entender de este destino cruel 

Estando cerca de ti y a tus hojos no saber responder 

Mira hacia el cielo y la lluvia en mi cae 

<?,por que de mi corazon a ti yo querer olvidar? 

Tu consolacion se da su Uenar en mi, y me da el seguir 

Solo es tu voz la que me da luz 

Hoy en mis lagrimas tu te das a reflejar 

La memoria en viento en ti se da a mostrar 

De entre la amis tad, el amor nacera 

Y nuestro corazones se daran su encontrar. 

Hoy, nuestras lagrimas aparte dan su rodar 

La memoria en viento nos ha encerrado en su flrmar 

En mi alma tu has siempre sido mi realidad 

Nuestro corazones abierto queda para junto dar ese enfrentar 

Hoy, carifio sabemos que asi esto es verdad 

La momoria en viento nunca dara su callar 

Nuestro cor£iz6n por siempre uno al otro se daran a Uamar. 

Pues por la momoria en viento esa es nuestra vela 

Por nosotros eternamente dara su quemar. 

Thank you and good luck. 

In the dark I sat down and cried 
I didn't know what to do, what to do 



Queremos presentar a Gustavo Campos, quien nos escribe, "La 
Memoria En Viento", desde Kern Valley State Prison. A nosotros nos 
da un gran gusto aceptarlo como miembro de nuestra obra. Queremos 
agradecerle por su atencion y ofrecerle que estamos a la despocicion de 
saber de %u% palabras otra vez. sBienvenido! 

We would like to introduce Gustavo Campos who writes u%, 'The Memory 
in The Wind," from Kern Valley State Prison. It is a pleasure for u% to 
accept him ^% a member from our work. We would like to thank him for 
his attention and dedication he has given to us. You are very welcome 



In this storm, I don't receive peace 

How can't I confront a new day without you? 

Why didn't I permit you to see the best of me? 

I don't know, I don't know 

What can be left to do, how to maintain? 

Today, your tears drop on the floor 

The memories in the wind. 

In your soul there's not happiness if you don't let me find you 

Thinking in those days which can never be sealed 

Can't understand about this cruel destiny 

Being near you, and near your eyes, I'm not able to respond 

Look at the sky and the rain falls on me 

Why should I forget about you from my heart? 

Your consolation fills me out, and let me continue 

It's only your voice that bring me light 

Today in my tears, you are reflected 

The memories of the wind, it's showing on you 

From friendship, love will grow 

And hour hearts will encounter themselves. 

Today, our tears are on their way in different directions 

The memories in the wind has locked us up with its signature 

In my soul you have always been my reality 

Heart hear will rem£iin open, so they Ccin confront themselves 

Today, we know that this is true 

The memory in the wind will never shut 

Our hearts will always call each other 

Well, the memory in the wind, that's our candle 

For ourselves will eternity burn. 
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Never Had A Prayer Answered 

Never had a prayer answered 

Felt like I was born wit' cancer 

Born an io-io dancer 


We warmly welcome back Mr. T>e'IViayne Deon Carrol Sr., who writes ^^| 
u% from Salinas Valley State Prison in Salinas, CA . He has a poem ^ 
that he wants to share with u%. He's am extremely talented writer 
with hopes on educating the youth, and everyone who is willing to 
listen. Read on! 


Born cryin', born lyin', born dyin', born tryin' 

Born to an angel and a devil 

Born wit' half a halo; one horn 

Born a unicorn, born admired and scorned 

Grew from concrete, not a rose, but a thorn 

No pedals, gun barrels, just ghettos 

That halls, camp, V-A, county, prison, just levels 

We return to earth, we return to institutions 

Old Soledad family visit wit' pops as a kid, family reunion 

Now I'm in new Soledad as a man paying restitution, 

retribution 

What happened to revolution 

Community revolution in place, destitution 

No progress, community regressin' in poverty 

Pay attention, stop playin' the lottery 

That's robbery, grindin' sloppily, hustling' backwards 

Struggling', jugglin' jobs till our back hurts 

To give it to churches, to give it to the terminator 

The governor, the game, and God all player haters 

'Cause Prop. 66 lost, I can't win, and I never had a prayer 

answered 


Never had a prayer answered, never had a prayer player 

Maybe it's giving God too much props 

To daily make five salats and pay zakat 

Should I stop chasin' my cream 

Lacin' my team in how reality speaks for God 

What should I actually teach my squad 

Can't even reach my pod, I ain't felt 

Ninjas look at they cards, look at me hard, but it ain't 

dealt 
I'm just tryin' to help, but the pokerface never fail 

The high joker in this place, I never tell 

Can't read, write or spell, I'm blind and deaf/mute 

I see no evil, speak no evil, my people follow suit 

Just shoot for the moon and the stars 

If you miss you'll be amongst the stars 

Out of space or out of place behind bars 

Is jail mars, 'cause nobody comes to see me 

HOPE LIKE HELL, my son don't come up to be me 

Why we don't say, "HOPE LIKE HEAVEN " 

Should I pray for an answer, nope, God ain't telling' 

I never had a prayer answered, never had a prayer player... 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 
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Jr. has done, he has 
turned Jessie MacWilliams on to The Beat Within. Jessie, also 
incarcerated in Seima, Alabama, has now become a regular contributor 
in the last few months. We can only encourage him and all you readers 
to keep on writing! 



Super Mom 



Momma, it seems like you were always right. 
Your love protected and blinded me from the street life. 

You took away all my fear. 

If words could show emotion this paper would be draped 

full of tears. 

Please don't misunderstand my words when I say and 

think them 

Because I was Bonnie and you were Clyde but without 

the sexual relation 

You raised a warm hearted solja 

Them ass whoopins you gave me brought us closer 

You did things to survive I didn't understand 

You always stood stronger than any man 

You were a spark of happiness, smiled when things 

weren't close to funny 

How you kept me sharp and fed with no money 

That's not a mad question, so don't think I'm trying to 

get on you 

I'm just letting people know 

Superman ain't got shh on you. 



A Warrior Surrounded by Lions 

A warrior, confused at the thoughts his brain spills. 

Lives by the words kill or be killed. 

I'm a warrior, so I see intimidating lions, but I smell friendly. 

I could easily slay them, but there are too many. 

If it's for me to be killed, then to kill them so be it 

The animosity so thick that I can see it. 

This is the cement brick jungle; 

You won't survive being a chump. 

I was told to watch my back. 

But who will watch my front? 

I'm a bitter tasting human, but lions wonder if I'm sweet 

So they can puncture their teeth in my meat. 

Jim Gary told me this is the way the cookie crumbles 

A warrior more than half way in the jungle. 



Wiiat Am I? 



Why go to school when home can teach you? 

I live a real life full of phony people. 

I'm not crazy 'cause I do things you won't dare to. 

I just say things you want to say but are scared to. 

I'm trying to get on the roll like a crap game 
And lock the street with words like the crack game. 

You're still doing what I can well keep stressin' 

That first thought was wrong, so keep 'em guessin'. 

You'll never figure it out without my help. 

Sometimes I can't figure it out myself. 

Let me help easin' up your task. 

What am I? 
I'm whatever you visualize me as. 



If words coMid show eiftotioH this paper woi^ld he draped full of tears. 
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I'm Different 



I heard that we're living to die; maybe I'm dead because 

I'm dying to live 
You can take everything I have but up is not something 

I'm willing to give 

My world's in a million pieces so it's kind of hard for me 

to get it together 

Everybody has storms but mine are severe so it's a 

natural disaster facing the weather 

With blood pouring out of my eyes and tears seeping or 

of my pores 

It's evident that my pain is different than yours 

They say who laughs now cries later 

I'm crying now, so what's coming later? 

At the top of the bottom is where you can find me 

But the bottom of the top is where I always tried to be 

Life's a game and judging from my scars, looks like I fell 

for it twice 

This is not an autobiography, this is the eulogy to the 

death of my life 



Amazin', from Polk Correctional Institution in Butner, North 
Carolina, sends his thanks to The Beat for allowing him to express 
himself on our pages, but it's we who thank him for sharing his 
exemplary writing with us! Keep it comin', Amazin'! 



Here's Wliir 



I'm a Iil' bent out of shape so I ain't a good role model figure 

But I'll never switch roles, you're ma'am and I'm mister 

I got sores on my brain cause my thoughts got sicker 

So I greased up my tongue and my words got slicker 

Put grits in my liquor, now my buzz a Iil' thicker 

Kept six batteries in my watch so my time came quicker 

I'm doing time in my head, so I stcind on what I believe in 

I waved Ks for a living just to m£ike sure the world gave in 

My white fiag turned black, so when I waved it Gs Ccime in 

Jackson, Ben and Lincoln wasn't enough to pay for the 

price of my sin 

My mental been ruthless, so I write with a convertible pen 

As my thoughts gracefully stain the pages of The Beat 

Within! 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 
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A New Generation Of Black 

If Blacks are no longer Black and proud, and if they don't 
get goose pimples over Black being beautiful, there is a 
reason for that. That is because is a new breed of Black folks 
ascending upon today's world. Don't be shocked because 
there are Black people who don't get involved in the Civil 
Rights Movement. That is because they never experienced 
the Civil Rights Movement. 

Today, many Blacks didn't forget their history. It's just 
that they never knew it. The new generation of Blacks hasn't 
forgotten where they came from, as far as they know. They 
came from today's world. We need to know and remember 
that millions of Black people have never known segregation 
in the nude. They have always attended integrated schools, 
lived in integrated neighborhoods and had friends from other 
races. Eating places, movie theatres, hotels and motels, 
schools and opportunities have always been open to them. 
They know nothing or almost nothing about signs that read 
'Black Only' or 'Whites Only', they know nothing about the 
back door or the back seat on public transportation. 

They have no real idea of police brutality, being attacked 
by vicious police dogs, or being washed away by powerful 
water-hoses. The lack of this knowledge and experience has 
created a new breed of Black folks who are not very familiar 
with the age-old Black struggle. This is why the teaching 
of Black History is more important today than ever before. 
Many Blacks today need to understand that many Black 
people suffered and died to prevent them from experiencing 
the weight of racism, segregation, and injustice and denied 
opportunities. 

The Civil Rights organization, the teaching of Black 
History and the Civil Rights Movement can no longer 
continue to do business as usual. Their strategies must be 
updated to meet the needs and to get the attention of the new 
generation of Black people. Forty years ago, these strategies 
worked. They worked because no Black was removed 
from the struggles and evils of the things the Civil Rights 
Movement sought to cure. These people of today must be 
made to connect the dots between the past and the present 
in order to get the complete picture. Once this is done, the 
new generation of Black folks will be able to understand that 
the battle is also theirs' and that they need to get involved. 



Shawn Montgomery is currently locked up in Florida State Prison 
in Raiford, Florida. Shawn is a terrific writer who has been putting 
it down consistently every week for many \%%ue% of The Beat Within. 

Shawn is very political and tries tr -^ ^ - ^- — ■ -^ •" ' 

all whole different perspective. So listen up to what he's talking about, 
you will learn something. 



Every Time I Close My Eyes 

My aka is Shawn Montgomery 

And Fm about to take you into my world 

As I sit behind these walls of steel 

Alone and feeling empty inside 

The pain doesn't show 

But the hurt still grows 

As another day is slowly fading away. 

I close my eyes with rushing thoughts going through my head 

Days cind nights in this solitciry square my own prison hell 

Close your eyes and come with me 

Your image is the only key 

Follow your dreams and you may see 

Beyond the depths for reality, 

Where you must fight for pride and dignity. 

It's behind a number you must abide 

The strength for survival you'll find inside. 

I know this world very well, it's my own private sort 

Of hell, where others before once did dwell 

In what's now my cell 

You fight for life, you battle to win 

Only to find out they've won once again 

There is a place you would rather be 

Far away from cement walls and bars 

That place is just imaginary and it has no room for scars 

Wake up, for now its back to your world you must go 

This you should know 

Keep this one thought upon your mind 

You went home I remain behind. 

So if you should think of me from time to time 

Just pick up a pencil and drop The Beat Within a line. 
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Diroe Of The Marred 

I've suffered and I have toiled- 


William Lazarus writes u% from Corcoran State Prison in Corcoran, ^^ 
California, to share with u% a poem that is a piece of himself. 


With every shackle of pain. 

The ghosts of my tender years 

Call me by my name. 

Sometimes they bring with them the hurt- 

They carried to their graves- 

Of failures and of dreams 
The broken ones they hate... 
The days when I was young- 
Foolish and unafraid. 
No sense of destiny- 
If I'd only knew my fate... 
The jasmine in my mind- 
It's softens all that's wrong. 
It's softens the jagged shards- 
That piece me to the bone. 
The youthful marrow oozes out- 
The color leaves my skin- 


The windows to my soul. 

Flicker then go dim. 

If I were to go down. 

In a flaming heap of shame; 

I'd let burn my pearly white flag- 

And shoulder all the blame. 

The sands of the time have turned- 

To broken glass. 

A kaleidoscope if you will... 

In which the shape of things 

Are grim. 
Yet I remain standing still: 
A diamond in the rough- 
Flawed beyond repair. 
I march with bloodied feet- 
On my way to no where... 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 
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Trapped In A Hole 



My life is trapped in prison hole. But I will not fold. I 
been kept in this prison hell hole for a great number of 
years, more years than I can count on my hands with both 
hands put together. I have because to be somewhat clever, 
quick, quick to learn and apply my ideas, this is what help 
me survive this hole I have been trapped in far so many 
years at a time. And while being in the hell hole many 
times the system have tried to push me to that breaking 
point. Hoping I lose my mind. But my inner strength kept 
me hanging on strong. My inner strength kept me from 
letting this system break me into selling my soul. And 
that's something that was never going to happen. 'Cause 
I will keep up my struggle until I grow old, but only the 
wise way. 

And God is the only one I will allow to have full control 
over my soul. And God's word was my source of hope, in 
this mad and bad hellhole I have been trapped in. 

In this hole I have heard there are times to bend but 
just don't break. And I took that saying, as one would 
have to be flexible in a situation like this. 'Cause in this 
hellhole of prison life. In prison every circumstance 
conspires to make a prisoner lose his hold. So he won't 
have any control. But in this hole I still have the freedom 
and ability to choose what my attitude would be like in a 
given set of circumstances. 



Patience Is My Lioht 



Patience is my light. And patience is not something I 
came to have just over night 

I have caught hell in this cell. And I have struggled 
greatly with myself, in order to learn the art of patience. 
When I was young I always wanted things to be my way 
and only my way. I wanted things to happen for me right 
then and there 

I was young and very impatient for everything. Always 
having the tendency to be quickly irritated or provoked. 
When things were not falling in place for me as fast as I 
thought they should. But I had to learn the hard way. 

That life doesn't always work that way. And these 
were the times when my patience would be put to the 
test. And there was no way around the tests and trials. 
This is where I had to use my patience as my light, in 
order to make it through these tests and trials. And using 
patience as my light is what kept me ready and alert for 
the hardships that I knew was ahead of me. And patience 
was my power of commitment and consistency to never 
give up. 

I also learned that sometimes having patience was a 
long wanting period. And patience is a building block that 
is solid and will hold me up in the storms that are to come, 
and having patience, holds a potential meaning, under 
any conditions, even the most miserable ones. Patience 
is my light, and now I don't mind waiting my way through 
this fight. And I will keep holding on to my patience ever 
so tight. And I will keep holding on to my patience ever 
so tight. And when patience becomes actual, it is reborn. 
And now that I know how to let my patience be my light. 
And I am no longer frightened or dishearten by tribulation 
and hardships. I will strive just that much harder. And my 
patience is best judged when it is tested with obstacles 
and adversity. 



Michael McKinney is writing to u% From Union Correctional 
Institution in Raiford, Fla. He has been putting it down lately in the 
past few \%%ue%. His writings are deep and full of emotions and are a 
reflection of his prison life and being locked down. But no matter what 
he's going through he still manages to deliver a message to the many 
young readers. He has a great positive outlook on life. 



Ynnr Smile 



Danielle Sherry Rosa Araiza. 

Your smile is one of the most beautiful smiles I would 

ever want to see 

Your smile is truly what I want you to be 

Your smile is what makes me feel your love 

Your smile comes down on me like an angel from up 

above 

Your smiles to me are like blessings of love 

Your smile is what I live to see 

Cause with you I want to be 

I love it when you are always smiling at me 

Your smile makes me feel ever so free 

And my soul always needed a connection with 

something that's beautiful 

Your smile has made a beautiful connection with my 

soul 

Your smile has taken control 

And in my life your smile will never grow old 

Thoughts of your beautiful smile will always be apart of 

my mind 

Your beautiful smile will never be left behind 

Even when you are not around I can vision the beautiful 

smile on your face 
Cause your smile makes everything that's apart of your 

face 
Eyes, lips, looks ever so beautiful to me. 



I Call On You 



I call on you God 'cause I know you are there 

'Cause I feel your love and care 

I caU on you God 'cause for so many years you have kept me alive 

For so many years you have kept me in strive 

I call on you God because you are my almighty God 

I call on you God, because you have helped me along the way 

When times got hard I call on you God 

Because only you have the power to help me live in 

holiness and obedience 

I call on you God so you could help me walk through sin 

and temptation 

I call on you God hoping you would take sin out of my 

life forever 

I call on you God, so we could walk together 

I call on you God so you can instill the desire for 

positive change within my life 

I call on you God asking you to keep me still 

Until you make my enemy my footstool 

I call on you God asking you to help me to bear my 

troubles and pain 

With courage and patience 

I call on you God for your wisdom knowledge and 

understanding 

To help lead my way from day to day I call on you God 

'Cause I'm like a slave always needing your forgiveness 

and mercy 

'Cause I am bound to fall into error and sin 

I call on you God for repentance 

I call on you God. 



///////#/////,/// ////#///,//////// 
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Bless My Tongue 



God, please bless my tongue with the right words to say 
so my words would come out my mouth in a righteousness 
way. Promoting right speech. Help me to pause and ask 
myself is this the right time which demands me to speak. 
Bless my tongue to know when to be silence. 

In the moment of anger and frustration, bless my 
tongue to be silence, when I am in the moment of feeling 
upset and annoyed. 

God bless my tongue to ask you for the wisdom to 
know when to speak and what to speak about. For in the 
multitude of words sin is not lacking, but he who restrains 
his lips and tongue is wise, proverbs 10:19) God bless me 
to keep that proverb a part of my mind and heart when I 
speak. And bless my tongue to know that it is often wise 
to be quiet and speak few words. 

Bless me and my mouth to keep away from the talk 
that is trash. 



^ 




\ 



Positive Out \n\ 



In prison there are not many convicts who have a positive 
mindset. Or a positive out look on the situation of prison 
life. I am doing a lifetime in Florida prison system. But 
I still have not given up. I always try to keep a positive 
out look about everything. Because I know if there is a 
will there must be a way. Because there have been many 
times since I have been incarcerated in prison. I done 
caught up in to some of the worst situation that ended 
up turning out for the best. And if I would have not kept 
a positive outlook, things could have so easy turned out 
for the worst. And keeping a positive outlook in prison is 
not always easy to do. 

Especially being locked down on close management. 
Because day in and day out I hear so much negative talk, 
about anything and everything.. The prison air is filled 
with so many negative thoughts. So many crazy things 
are going on. But I knew in my heart as long as I kept a 
positive out look, this would give me the advantage, in the 
negative environment I live in from day to day. And there 
were many convicts who would tell me that I was never 
going to see the outside world again. 

But I did not lose hope. I kept a positive out look, on 
the fact that I would one day get out of prison. To me it 
did not matter how much time I had to do in prison at the 
moment. Cause I learned from reading the word, through 
the works of God, that anything was possible. And I got 
God on my side. And I have positive out look, and I know 
it was going to get greater later. And most of the convicts 
I knew, who always kept a positive out look while doing 
time. Good things always happen to them and for them. 



Looiieil Down 



Fm locked down in a one-man cell. 
Only one bed and one bed rack, in this one-man cell I 

live in. 

I am only one man locked down in this one-man cell. 

There is only one window in this one-man cell. 

The cell window don't open at all. 

There is one small locker in this one-man cell, 

and the locker holds just enough property for one-man 

property. 

There is one big light, in this one-man cell. 

I have only one sink and one toilet in this one-man cell. 

I have only one steel mirror in this one-man cell. 
I have only one big steel cell door on this one-man cell. 
And there ain't but one way in and one way out this one- 
man cell. 
And I have one mind, and they can bound my body. 
But never my mind. Even though I am locked down in 

this one cell 
my thoughts are not limited. They are as many as the 

sand. 

My thoughts are not locked down. 

My thoughts are not caged in. 

I can really leave this locked down cell anytime I get 

ready. 



Giving You My Best 



Dedicated to Danielle Sherry Rosa Araiza 

Life is full of tests. Some I will pass and some of your 
tests I will fail. But I will never give up on you. And I hope 
you feel the same way I do. The very first time we met 
each other. To you some of your tests I may have passed 
and some of your tests I may have failed. And the ones I 
failed made you feel as if I don't care about you, which it 
was not that way. 'Cause I do care about you. 

But I cannot change the pass. Even God don't change 
the past. But if we ever meet up again, with you I will 
never make the same mistakes I made the first time. This 
go round I will pass every one of your tests. And right 
from the start, I will give you my whole heart. And I will 
give you my best. And I would leave it up to you to take up 
the rest. But keep in mind I will never stop giving you my 
best. And my best is not always the greatest of everything. 
But to you my best is what I will always bring. 



My Gain 



My gain is my lost. 

My lost is my gain. 

'Cause from each and every one of my losses, I have 

come to learn 

something from it. So it was a gain. 

And I have gained many years of pain, f 

rom many of my experience, and these pains will be with 

me forever. 

And this pain is what keeps me strong. 

My pain helps me to carry on. 

And my gain was the lesson I learned, 

that taught me how to stand the rain 

when everything around me seemed to change. 

'Cause I know the storms will come. 

And some days would not be fun. 

And nothing stays the same forever. 

My gain was the struggle I put up to get my life together 

. All this was my gain. 
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Love is in tlie Air 



Danielle Sherry Araiza 

Love is in tiie air 

So please be fair 

And take in consideration how much I do care 

Love is in the air so when I need you the most you 

better be there 

Love is in the air when you are around and my heart is 

what you have found. Love Is in the air just like God so 

don't do anything to break my heart 

Love is in the air high like the sky blue 

Love me the same as I love you 

Love is in the air and what can I say 

I need you by my side each and every day 

Love is in the air just because of you 

And I will be there for you too 

Love is in the air cause we really never said goodbye 

Love is in the air, so lets give it one more try 

Love is in the air cause I should have loved you right 

when I had the chance 

Love is in the air cause in your life I want to be the only 

man. 



You Brings Me Pieasure 



Danielle Sherry Rosa Araiza. 

You brings to me so much pleasure 

more than I can ever measure 

You are my one and only treasure and gold 

and you know how bad I want your soul 

I want all of your love to unfold right into my arms 

So our love can stand together right up under the sun 

You brings me pleasure with so much enjoyment and 

satisfaction 

I love all of your actions 

You brings me pleasure with your smile 

And the pleasure that you bring to me will last for a very 

long while 

You brings to me pleasure when you look at me with 

them beautiful eyes 

That I can't resist 

And your beautiful lips is what I forever miss 

You brings me pleasure with your sweetness, like a wave 

For your pleasure I will always crave 

You brings me pleasure like performing on stage 

When I can't get your love it fill me with rage. 



When ifot4 come to prison the koifiehotfs will Just t4se and ahnse i/ou 
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Drop Out 



It all started when I was doce (twelve) 

I thought I was hard banging my cause 

In and out of juvenile hall 

I could see my life was taking drastic fall 

At the time I was just young to notice 

Because I was to focused 

I thought there was a cause 

But instead there was just a little pause 

Getting into fights on a daily basis 

Sporting my colored laces 

I thought that my homeboys were down for me 

But instead they left me for the dogs to eat 

Right now the game is twisted 

I thought that I was cool getting wasted 

This kind of lifestyle isn't for you 

Believe what I'm saying is true 

When you come to prison the homeboys will just use 

and abuse you 

This isn't just my point of view 

It's reality 

And mentality 

The homies played me like a chump 

And threw me in the dump 

Now it's time for me to pump 

these slugs in their rump 

And throw their ass in the ditch 

Because in all honestly there the ones that's a bitch 

If you want to listen to a grown man telling you what to do 

And giving you a knife when you only got nine months to do 

Then this gang banging life must continue 

That's why I decided to drop out 



'fff7¥Mnna "f7L,F'¥"' 



Raymond "AIfy" is writing to us from CSATF State Prison in 
Corcoran, CA. "AIfy" has been involved with the gang life all his life 
and he wants all you young readers to icnow that he has been through 
it all and in the end you only have your family. Listen to what Raymond 
has to say, he's laying out ^n important message for us readers 



Tliere's a Tliin Line Between Love aod Hate 

There's a thin line between love and hate 

All I do is sit here and contemplate 

About the times I've shared with you 

I thought you love was true 

But instead all it did was leave me lonely and blue 

You were the girl I was going to marry 

Until you left me for some fairy 

How could you do that to somebody you supposedly love 

I thought you were and angel sent from above 

I was willing to spend the rest of my life 

With you as me wife 

Sorry if I caused you a lot of grief 

I didn't mean for our relationship to be so brief 

I guess everything that I'm saying is a dream tone 

Why couldn't it just be...? 

You played with my emotions 

And totally destroyed my devotions 

You fill my life with a lot of bliss 

When we're apart it's you I miss 

It seems to me like you were leading me on 

And playing me like I was a pawn 

As you can see I took the bait 

There's a thin line between love and hate 
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Dull Morning 



Bells ring, poet drag moans escaped 

Another day had started, but from us our freedom raped 

Cold dorms, bowered down, 

Stanky breath, faces down 

Breakfast is hell, inside a hell 

Making me wish I was back in "Boys Control" in my cell 

I sit in a seat, freely like ice 

Then in my mind, I finally realize, 

I will have to deal with mornings like this 

For the next three years! 



Look who is back It's Vincent Williams, who writes from the Dewitt 
Nelson CA Youth Correctional Facility aka CYA. We haven't heard 
from Vincent in a long time, but Vincent u%e to be a primetime POW 
writer for The Beat Within from Alameda County Juvenile hall aka 1 50. 
Now Vincent has been in CYA for a minute and wants to share with us 
some of his writings and insight. Welome back ol' friend! 



Maybe Next Time 



Why when I said, "I love you" 

You started to cry? 

Why when I said, "You piss me off" 

You wanted to die? 

I don't understand why you just ignored me 

Why can't you understand? 

I'll always be a G? 

Everything you wanted I gave you an advantage 

And by myself you left me 

Mingling in a trance 

Why when I said "don't leave me here" 

You turned your back on me 

But now when locked up 

You act as if I'm free 

Now you say "I love you" 

And want me in your life 

But I'm locked up in this cold place 

With no time for a wife 

Maybe in the next life 

We will meet again 

But that is only when I start over 

And I'm released from the pen... 



Our Time 



All of the time in the world, 

Could not make up for the time we shared 

Long nights and shining on us always 

Nothing in this world can take away 

The memories of you I hold 

In my heart we are still together 

Though you left me so abruptly 

I still love you, yes I do! 

And I'm always thinking of your smile 

As I sleep, heart still broken 

I hoped that someday you would return 

To claim this heart you've broken 

But any matter how long I sit by the window 

I can not stop hoping 

For your touch, your smell, you sweet 

Sing song voice and reassuring words... 

I guess my chair will never move 

And I'll always be watching out of 

My window for you 

Because all of the time in the world 

Could not make up for the time we shared 



Cold Hearted 



My soul has risen, to a deadly beat 

Fear cripples them all, from their head to feet 

All for nothing, frozen like ice 

Taking all away, even small life 

Who cry, for, don't look to me 

For just like, I want to be free 

To roam openly, the block that's mine 

High Street, the track, where the girls are fine, 

I know it's hard. Some times you fold. 
But I can't go down 'cause my heart is cold... 



Something \\\i Rain 



The night falls quick, pouring like rain 

Flooding me in darkness, drowning my pain 

No stars in the sky, just pure pitch night 

Full of screams, cries and fright 

Endless void lies between me and my heart 

Every step pulling us further apart 

Oh sweet sensation of confusing spite 

Please release me from this place I don't like 

I now see a star and it begins to shoot 

The screams and cries stop, and owls gives a hoot 

Why the sudden change, a complete turn around 

Now the stars are falling, like rain drops to the ground 

My palms begin to sweat and heart starts to pound 

Oh no, the pain is back with me 

Why can't you leave me along? Let me be free?" 

My silent question goes another day 
Another night, falling quick, pouring like rain... 



''Dffi^Xa Hff HUMS' 



I Gave Yoo Life 



Don't believe the hype, I'm the one who gave you life. 

Without me, you would have never been able to make the 

llo'clock news. 

It's me who steps out daily to define this country's 

constitutional rules. 

Yes, that was me standing on you I all of my glory. 

Cracks in my pocket, gun on my waist, and I was only a 

shorty. 

I made you famous by tattooing your name on my arm. 

Now they call you my streets, fear is in their eyes-I'm ringing 

alarms. 

When my blood dripped on you, it stained your face forever. 

I've represented with force, even in snowy weather. 

They took me away from you with a promise to make you 

better. 
But, I've always made bail-and returned- my moves look 



David Brooks from Southport Correctional Facility in Pine City, NY 
comes with a tight poem about how he gave the block he u%e to sell 
drugs on, and bust his gun on, life. T^ip off of this poem because it's 
true. We all give our lives to a street and look what happens. You might 
never ever see that street again because you might have to spend the 
rest of your life in prison, or maybe you'll never get to see it again, 
cause you'll pass away. 



clever. 

I gave you life... 

Without me there is no bright lights. 

There is no invading the hood by the blue and whites, 

Your skin, is black top, or beige concrete. 

We stepped on you, put out blunts, and rolled dice, 

I've watched close friend's die on you twice, 

I've watched mothers cry, and sisters get into cat fights, 

My presence on these streets makes them breathe. 

So get it right. 

I gave it life... 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 
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Prison 



Prison serves many purposes. It houses the people 
you don't want, the people you're scared of, the people 
who fight you, the people who need to be eliminated or 
controlled and you make a big money business out of it. 
And there's no alternatives. 

Every study they've done for the least 30 years or 
more, tells them that alternatives cost less, are more 
successful, are more humane, are reflections of a more 
caring society. 

Everyone knows prisons only breeds bitterness, it 
turns petty thieves into rapist, robbers, and murderers. 
But the criminal justice system don't give a shhh about 
that. If they gave a shhhh we wouldn't be in this mess. 

Push for prison reforms, alternatives to prisons. 



Marching Witli A King 



In 1964 1 marched with Martin Luther King Jr. in Detroit, 
Michigan and again in Selma, AL in 1967 in Michigan 
one's had no problems out of anyone but in Alabama the 
police hosed down peaceful demonstrators put guard 
dogs on us, German Shepherds, and even shot tear gas 
and live ammo into the crowd of peaceful demonstrators, 
calling Blacks ninjas and Whites poor loving trash. We've 
come along way since that era, but it's still bad for the 
minority seems like all they did was take the blacks off 
the plantation only to enslave them in prisons. 

The majority of the prisoners in these prisons are in 
fact Black men and the most of them are young. There's 
probably 65% Black, 33% Hispanic and only 2% White. It 
ain't right that's another reason there's so many single 
parent homes - Black homes out there. I know the plight 
of the Black race in this country. I grew up in the Black 
bottom ghetto slums been around Black folks all my life 
in the streets and in prisons. Most of my real friends are 
Black families I grew up with and whom have done more 
for me then my own race has. 

I sure hope Obama wins the presidential election and 
that he does something to uplift his people and all poor 
and middle class slaves and ends that war also. 

I remember the racism in Vietnam, Blacks were sent 
on suicide (no return) missions and if they refused they 
were gunned down in cold blood and labeled missing in 
action. 

I know more Black history than more Blacks do and 
I'm a White-boy. Plus, all the racial profiling the police are 
doing and the senseless killing of young non-White men 
by police in America. 

Enough is enough I was with the Black Panthers 
also. 

Jesus Himself was a black man. He was a Jew but 
He was a Black Jew and most of the White Race knows it. 
That's why they're so jealous, racist, and hateful. Whites 
evolved from Blacks. That's another demo I'll lay down on 
you in the future though I wouldn't advise you to print it 
such information could get one murdered or incarcerated 
as a political prisoners for the rest of their lives if they 
don't mysteriously disappear that is, as many have 
throughout history that tried to demonstrate the truth. 
Most people are afraid of the truth or don't really want 
to know it they'd rather continue living a fantasy. I know 
what I know... 



Herbert B. Schweigert is writing from Crossroads Correctional 
Center in Cameron, MO. Herbert has been a regular contributor to 
The Beat now consistently submitting pieces every week on his views 
of life and trying to educate u% all through hthe power of the pencil. 
Listen up to what he's saying because he brings a lot knowledge and 
positive writing to u%. 



A History of Obstacles 



This can be difficult, considering that White supremacist 
had real clout in this nation for nearly 250 years. Take, 
for example, the very definition of a "Black" person in 
America. Historically, a person with any known Black 
ancestry was defined as Black, making African ancestry a 
taint on White purity. 

The way that race is defied in the United States makes 
no biological or genetic sense. It's been used primarily as 
a tool for political and psychological oppression-providing 
economic gain(s) for many White people. 

The Emancipation Proclamation, written in 1863 
during the Civil War, finally freed slaves in the south from 
bondage. After slavery, there was a short lived period of 
"Reconstruction" in the south when many Black people 
started businesses, bought real estate, voted, and even 
served in Congress. 

But old habits die hard, especially racist ones. When 
northerners wearied if Reconstruction, the old south 
reared its ugly racial head and imposed "Jim Crow" 
segregation. 



Blacks Must Drop Victim Hood Excuse Aod 
Reclaim Diouity 

The late great African American Civil Rights Activist 
Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. had a dream that some day 
his children would "live in a nation where they will not 
be judged by the color of their skin but instead by the 
content of their character." He wanted his children to 
become strong, beautiful people. But what is seen today 
in poor African American neighborhoods is a horrible 
nightmare. 

We know there are forces that make the ability to 
escape poverty seem bleak: overburdened single-parent 
homes, a high dropout rate, joblessness, gangs, drugs, 
crime, incarcerations, deaths at an early age from guns 
fired by angry or confused drug induced Black men/ 
women. 

Everyone knows that systemic racism and corrupt 
government neglect still exist, and much Black on Black 
crime. Yet one's in the Black community must look at 
themselves and try to understand their own responsibility. 
They sometimes more or less infiict themselves with a 
victim mentality, they feel hopeless, and often do self- 
destructive things that make their lives even worse. Many 
people who are actually trying to make it find themselves 
struggling against fellow African Americans so lost in 
self-destructive behaviors that they tend to bring down 
other people as well as themselves. 

These above forces are decimating ones communities. 
And they are not what Reverend King and other great 
African American leaders took these whippings and 
died for. This is not the future for which Black peoples 
ancestors escaped slavery or resisted it. I don't believe 
any of your forebears sacrificed their lives so that their 
children's children could call each other "ninja". 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 
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Bujfino Into Victim Hood 

Although few peoples acknowledge it, the doctrine of White 
supremacy has sunk deeply into the minds of too many 
Americans, Black people included. It has like a snake 
slithered its way into the psyches of poor black youth 
withy low self-esteem, whom equate academic success with 
"acting white." If success is "white", then are they saying 
that to "act Black" is to fail? 

Ones wonder how these embedded stereotypes affect 
Black people today. Are they too dependent? Do they rely 
too much on White people or "the system" to rescue them? 
Do they lack faith in their own ability to run things? Has the 
legacy of slavery affected even their current mental state? 
Too many people, including some black people, believe 
many poor Black youth- particularly males- cannot even be 
educated. 

This position barkens back to the notion of poor 
genes determining poor performance rather than poor 
environment, poor schools, or a music scene that imparts 
destructive, degrading values. The good must be separated 
from the bad while treating black people with due love 
and respect and not demeaning an entire culture. Victors 
through Community, Family when restaurants, laundries, 
hotels, theaters, recording studios, groceries, and clothing 
stores were legally segregating. Black people opened and 
ran their own. 

Such successes provided jobs and strength to Black 
economic well-being. Such also gave Black people that 
gratifying sense of an interdependent community with 
people working to help another. 

During legal segregation. White racist destroyed some 
of these economically independent communities. To their 
credit, most of their Black ancestors did not accept victim 
hood. They fought back as individuals and as a people. 



Most refused to become passive victims of the system. 
Black neighborhoods today must adopt the same can-do 
attitude and take action. They must adopt the same can- 
do attitude and take action. They must be enterprising and 
work hard to improve their own economic situation- and by 
so doing, help improve their community. 

This tenacious drive to be victorious is a quality that 
will help Blacks to meet the current challenges in their 
neighborhoods. They can in turn pass this sense of strength 
on to their children by strengthening Black families, 
whatever their structure, and nurturing of their youth with 
love and guidance. They must learn to put children first 
and to sharpen their parenting skills in both single-parent 
and two-parent homes. Fathers must play a bigger role in 
the lives of their children. They cannot be absent. Children 
do better when fathers are actively involved in each of their 
lives. With the help of supportive social policies, ones 
can shoulder the remaining challenges and overcome the 
barriers to Black success. 

The driving force for change can be the activism of each 
African American and for others who take up their cause. 
The key word is activism, yesterday, today and for tomorrow. 
Ones must be actively involved 100% in empowering their 
schools and to be participating in the political process by 
exercising your right to vote. Being passive wimps takes 
ones nowhere. Activism is what gets you where you at to 
go. Actions speak louder than words. 

It is time to think positively and to act positively. People 
armed with the inner willed desire to want to get better , 
and armed with the will to win, and armed with knowledge 
of the past and present, can move forward and take action, 
succeed, and reclaim their dignity! I'm only keeping it real 
with you, draw upon it. 

Love is the key, stop hating on each other and help us 
lift one another in all areas of life! 



Love is the fceif, stop hating om each other and help us lift om another Im all areas of tifel 



My Forever Dream 



I dreamed one night in my prison cell of a man dying on a 

cross... 

Before he died he said, "I'm doing this for you son, a 

convict that is lost. " 

He then said to me, "I've known the sinner that you'd be... 

And even after you've failed over and over, I'll set you free. 

When you're headed to death my friend, I'll help and 

forever be by your side... 

See my outstretched arms on this cross, 

that's your bridge, and my Spirit your guide. 

These iron nails in my hands and feet, they'll keep me 

stuck in your heart... 

Just like I am to this cross my "Forever Love" for you will 

never part. 

When you're going through sickness see these stripers in 

My back... 

I was whipped for you, 

it's for your good health and to help put you back on 

track. 

See this sharp crown of thorns on My head, it's for your 

"Peace of Mind"... 

Through every torment, lie and worry in this world, in Me, 

you'll overcome and be fine. 
See as the soldiers, mock, hit and stone Me, then tore out 



My beard... 

In Me, as you walk in My spirit, you'll never have to fear. 

Did you see that soldier, as he stuck that spear in My 

side... 

It's for your inner most secrets and sins, from My spirit 

you won't have to hide. 

See as I walk up that hill with that rugged, heavy cross on 

My back... 
I carry every problem, trouble and sins of your so nothing 

you will lack. 

Now He said, "All you have to do is plead my blood and cry 

out My name... 

And there in your prison cell your sins will be forgiven 

and life will never be 

the same! 

See I died for you and conquered death, with God's spirit 

the third day rose again... 
Now I sit with your Heavenly Father, "I'm here to be your 

Savior and Friend. " 
I awoke from this forever dream still locked in my prison 

cell... 
Remembering of Jesus' story, with His blood, how with 

Him I'll never go to Hell. 
As I sit here in my prison cell, litter brother and sister, 

this is no ordinary poem... 
But my only forever hope of making Heaven my home! 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 
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I Have Changed 



Almost thirty five years ago my entire life was 
unmanageable and in the midst of total chaos. During 
this time I had made a choice, this decision was a defining 
point in my life. There would be another defining choice 
to come, but this one symbolized the moral bankruptcy I 
had reached in my young life. 

In less than forty seconds during a crime spree, I had 
managed to cost two lives; ruin my life and another crime 
partners; devastate and alter the lives of our victim's, and 
their families of my close friends. 

It would be many years later in prison (where I still 
am) that I would come to full realization and magnitude 
of what I had done, and the amount of loss and suffering 
that resulted from my actions. In the early part of my life, 
to say that I took my life or someone else's life for granted 
is an understatement. I had no respect for others and no 
respect for myself. Either by drinking or drugging, my 
primary focus was to get money and to get wasted. This 
same lack of respect for myself was the very same lack of 
respect that I gave to others, whether they treated me fair 
or not. 

I found myself making choices that were very 
demeaning to my own well being. It was as if I had 
started to take steps down an unwise road, and one day 
I looked up and found I was an entirely different person. 
Everything about me incorporated a criminal lifestyle. 
My life centered around sex, drugs, attention, crime, and 
promiscuity instead of around friends and family. Life 
became all about only me and my needs; I was structuring 
myself to be a total failure. I lacked an education, social 
skills, and a connection to other people. 

After I was incarcerated like most of us, I blamed 
everyone but myself: "It was either my environment. My 
lawyer was not any god. The judge wanted to see me in 
prison!" Never once did I look at the man in the mirror 
that was not me, and analyze his conduct and attitude, 
that I had to live with every day. 

While I was out walking in the prison yard one day, 
I started speaking with an older inmate who had been 
in prison for well over two decades. I had shared with 
him all my lame excuses as to why I was in prison. His 
response was not what I had expected, but this was the 
second defining point and catalyst where I realized I had 
to changed my thought patterns; my priorities; and my 
life. That day I learned my responsibility, and this was the 
first day I finally grew up and accepted responsibility for 
the crime I was convicted for. 

Problems in my life friends finally started to make 
sense; it became clearer why I was actually incarcerated. 
It was not just one event in my life, but a series of bad 
choices over the years that left me with an outcome with 
two options: death, or prison. I was one of the lucky ones 
to escape death-row and receive a long prison sentence 
and a chance to change. 

During my time incarcerated, I embarked on a 
transforming journey with an open mind and an optimistic 
spirit for the future. I have earned a GED, numerous 
certificates, several degrees, and job related skills and 
writing and art talents. However, I have learned that life 
is not what a person can get for him or herself, but the 
way that person can give to others to help improve their 
quality of life. 

One of the biggest and best decisions I made was giving 
my life to a higher power. Now my choices are made with 
careful consideration and pure tiioughts. I have learned 
that the world is not centered on me, and that my actions 
do not only affect myself, but others as well. Change can 
only happen my friends if you truly want it to. Despite the 
odds, please try! 



Speak Out For Justice 

You talk about your business, 

Your bonds and stocks and gold; 

And in all worldly matters 

You are so brave and bold. 

But why are you so silent 

About salvation's plan? 

Why don't you speak for Jesus, 

And speak out like a man? 

You talk about the weather, 

And the crops of corn and wheat; 

You speak of friends and neighbors 

That pass along the streets; 

You call yourself a Christian, 

And like the Gospel plan- 
Then why not speak for Jesus 
And speak out like a man? 
Are you ashamed of Jesus 
And the story of the cross, 
That you lower His pure banner 

And let it suffer loss? 

Have you forgot His suffering? 

Did he die for you in vain? 

If not, then live and speak for Jesus, 

And speak out like a man. 

I'd like to tell the story sweet 

Of Jesus. Wouldn't you? 

To help some other folks to meet 

Their Savior. Wouldn't you? 

I'd like to travel all the way 

To where I'd hear my Jesus say: 

"You've helped my work along today." 

I'd like that. Wouldn't you? 



A New Leaf 



He came to my desk with a quivering lip- 

The lesson was done- 
"Dear Teacher, I want a new leaf," he said; 

"I have spoiled this one." 

In place of the leaf so stained and blotted, 

I gave him a new one all unspotted. 

And in his sad eyes smiled- 

"Do better now, my child." 

I went to the throne with quivering soul- 

"Dear Father, hast Thou a new leaf for me?" 

"I have spoiled this one." 

He took the old leaf, stained and blotted, 

And gave me a new one all unspotted, 

And into my sad heart He smiled- 

"Do better now, my child." 

I Know Something Good About You 

Wouldn't this old world be better 

If the folks we met would say, 

"I know something good about you!" 

And then treat us just that way? 

Wouldn't it be fine and dandy, 
If each handclasp, warm and true, 

Carried with it this assurance 

"I know something good abut you?" 

Wouldn't life be lots more happy, 

If the good that's in us all 

Were the only things about us 

That folks bothered to recall? 

Wouldn't life be lots more happy, 

If we praised the good we see? 

For there's such a lot of goodness 

In the worst of you and me. 

Wouldn't it be nice to practice 

That fine way of thinking, too; 

You know something good about me; 

I know something good about you? 



///////#/////,/// ////#///,//////// 
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He Saw My Face 



I know he saw my face, 

As he hung there on the cross. 

He felt the weight of my sins not yet committed, 

On that prolific day of loss 

And even though I wouldn't be born. 

For at least two thousand more years, 

I was there with Him on Calvary. 

I was the salt of one of His tears. 

And as He died there for all to see. 

For the wicked and the meek. 

He did not think to wipe me away. 

As I ran down the side of His cheek. 

Instead I was forgiven. 

For things, yet I had not done. 

Things unknown to anyone. 

Except the Father's only begotten Son. 

Why He would give His life for me. 

This I may never know. 

But I know He saw my face. 

On that hill so long ago. 

Sometimes I am ashamed. 

Of the things I know he saw 

I have given Him so little. 

And yet. He has given me His all. 

He wiped away my sins. 

To give me hope anew. 

It wasn't just for me friend 

I know He saw you too. 

And why He should remember us. 

Is not exactly plain. 

But not only did He see our face. 

He also knew our names. 






'DUnC^n ^U/7D¥' 



Duncan Purdy is writing us from Norfoiic, Mass. He has a quicic 
poem that he would iiice to share with us all describing the game 
of handball. You could related this poem with life if you read it close 
enough. 



Handball 



Men grunting 
And panting 

Whacking 

A rubber ball 

Coldly 

Against the wall 

Concussions 

Hollowly 

Ring out 

Like echoes- churning 

Men laughing and gasping- 

Inexorably 

Until one falters- 

And the ball dribbles away aimlessly- 

Tirelessly, 

They continue the game. 

Rapping and slapping. 

Bouncing, leaping. 

Swinging and stretching, in vain- 

The blue rubber wins every time. 



Can't read, write or spell, 

rm hllHd and deaf /mute 

I see HO evil, speak no evil, 

wtf people follow stilt 



Time to Overcome and Wake Up 

Ones should not accept this current state of affairs. You 
must realize and believe that, for all the external hassles 
ones face, ones are not helpless. Each of you can overcome 
the odds and succeed in spite of the obstacles. And you 
must try. Despite the fact that racial discrimination has 
not been eliminated. Black strength lies in the resolve to 
keep on keeping on, never quit, never give up, never yield 
to the role of cooperative victim. You can make it if you 
want to make it, but you got to wanna make it! 

Since the 1954 Brown v. Board of Education decision 
to end school segregation, many black people have 
achieved extraordinary accomplishments on all fronts 
that seemed unthinkable 50 years ago. As black people 
face the future, they must remember their successes in 
American society. One way many slaves survived brutal 
conditions was to turn the Christianity they had learned 
into a liberation theology. 

The stories of the Hebrew slaves became their own. 
Even as most slave owners used the bible to justify 
slavery. Black people used the bible as God had intended- 
to give themselves hope for a time when there would be 
true justice for all of God's people. For Black people to 
hold their heads high even today means getting rid of the 
internal feelings of inferiority. 



'STLBHT' 



Silent is writing us from stn adult county facility in %skntsk Rosa, 
-_.=- _. ^_ ^_ ^.. ^.._^ seems to 

reflect on his life growing up. Listen to these powerful words. 



Thlnklno 



At times I think 'bout doing life behind bars 

At the rate I'm going that option isn't very far 

It's kinda crazy how these thoughts come to my head 

It all starts when I'm laying on my steel bed 

I don't think I'll amount to nothing in my life 

Trust me put yourself in my shoes and you will feel the 

strife 

I'm 23 years old with nothing to my name 

Why do I continue to play that deadly game 

To the state I'm just another number 

Sitting in my cell eating soup out of a tumbler 

I'm tired of being the states practice dummy 

I would rather be on the streets with a full tummy 

But I refuse to loose 

I'mma change my life and do what I choose 

I'm tired of being in and out of these places 

Have to wear shoes without laces 

Every time I come back I see similar faces 

I hope the youths learn from our mistakes 

And the gangs, and doing time they don't partake 

How would you like to live this life of mine 

Full of hate, lies, crime and time. 

Lil Slugger 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 



^^^MH^JHOKK/ / -JV///// 



'HU^TTS nnuH ^ff.' 



Mysterir Lover 



She's my mystery lover of a decade or two 

She has bourbon on her breath, her eyes are blue 

She walks graciously across the floor to surrender a kiss 

Her love makes me weak, a love I can't resist 

Love me, lady, until the earth falls away 

Lead me, lady, show me the way of faith 

And this is what I want to do for fall, winter, spring, and summer 

Making love to you, my mystery lover. 



Mom 



Mom, I want to take this time 

To say I love you! 

You brought me into this world 

I can never repay you for all you've done 

I just want to say thank you 

Because without you I don't know 

Where I would be; I love you very much 

I know I have done some things 

You didn't like, but I promise to 

Change my life for the better 

I promise to be a father to my kids 

So don't give up on me. I'm searching for my way 

Thanks for being there, I send my love this day 



'HU/PTTS nnn/< u/?.' 



Here's a short poem from Curtis Cook Jr. in Seima, Ai. Listen to 
what he's saying because he's speaicing the truth. 



Never Cooipromise 

Never Compromise 

Start a fire with your words 

Make the hearer the victim 

Throw punch lines like a boxer 

Get loss in the rhythm 

Make poetry you passion 

Let your mind unfold 

Speak the whole truth 

Never compromise your soul 



'Wx/?nxL TU/?nB/? u/?.' 



Virgil Tlirner Jr. is writing u% from Seima, Ai, and wants to share a 
little poem with u% reminding us who really got our back. 



Me, Myself aod I 

Me is I 

I is me 

I is all I got 

It's no we 

No family 

Just me 

I do for I 

Me do for me 

It's just me, myself and I 



Curtis Cook, Jr., of Seima, AL, needs no introduction from u%. He's 
a regular contributor to The Beat Within/out. Not only does he 
send u% lots of great creative work, he has also introduced numerous 
new readers and writers to The Beat Within. Thanks, Curtis for getting 
Alabama in the mix! 



ioMr picture is worth ci million words 
andifOMr letters even more i 



My New Foood Frieod 



A love poem for my new found friend 

My hope and prayer is our friendship never ends 

I only know you by your pictures and the letters you write 

My intentions are to get to know you better and have 

you in my life 

Your picture is worth a million words and your letters even more 

Soft strokes of your pen let me know you are a woman I adore 

I feel that I already know you even though we have never met 

Your friendship is a spiritual awakening that I will never regret 

So send more pictures and write as often as you will 

Because I will be here to listen and your words send up 

my spine chills 

Through our writing I know our hearts will mend 

For I will never forget you, my new found friend 



'T/?nUIIL,B' 



Trouble is writing u% from Duel Vocational Institution in T^acy, 
California, he steps up this week to share a little something with 
u% readers. 



Iflvisible 



Something real strong happened to me today 

An invisible mailman passed my way 

The mail he had was invisible too 

But he left a postscript and said it was from you. 

It was the first piece of mail I had ever received in ages 

So I tore it right open and took out the pages 

The scent is what got me, it almost turned me on 

But before I could smell, the scent was gone. 

You must have writin' it with a fine point pen 

So fine I could not read it, the writing was so thin 

So I began to read what I wanted to hear 

And composed it to perfection and mailed it sincere 

I even put in stuff I knew you wouldn't say 

I said forget it I might as well have it my way 

After seven long pages, the end finally came 

And I signed love always and put in your name 

Well see I would like to believe you just might try to find 

the time 

To actually write me a line 

But I'm not going to stress myself off this every night 

Because an invisible letter requires no time 

And sending it won't cost you a dime. 

What I'm trying to say is get it together and write me a 

letter 

If that's doin' too much, then I'll leave it alone 

But remember then I too, will remain invisible when I 

come home. 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 



^^^^■HI^JHOKIK/ / '#////// 



'HH/PXS n^f^HD' 




One Day 



For so many years I lived my life my way, and didn't care 

about nothing else. 

It didn't have nothing to do with me I would rather they keep 

it to themselves... 

With my malice, deceitful harden heart I have caused so much 

pain along the way... 

I've been a menace through the years, and I thought my way 

was here to stay... 

Then one day in 2003 I was overwhelmed 

with some thing that changed my heart... 

He whispered in my ear, accept me son 

I'll forgive your sins and give you a brand new start... 

I asked him why me, why save my life, I've caused nothing but 

pain and tears... 

'Cause it's me the Son of God, 

the One they crucified on the tree, I've been saving souls for 

many years... 

Oh dear God I'm so glad to see you, I didn't know if I ever 

would... 

My mother has been telling me for years that your real and 

true, what I want to do is accept you if I could... 

Get on your knees son confess your 

Sins and give your heart to me... 

Oh dear Lord, it's me your child. 

The one who has longed to be free... 

I ask you in my heart, confess 

All my sins, please show me a new way... 

Finally son you have come home. 



Chris Grand is writing from State Prison in Corcoran, CA. Listen up 
to what this man has to say. He wants to let all you young readers 
out there that he's writing all this cause of you guys. He doesn't 
want y'aii to taice the same path he tooic. Looic at him ^% ^n example. 
Looic where he's at. Listen and taice some of his advice. Learn from his 
mistaices. You don't have to learn the hard way to find out that this life 
is not for you. Change is never too late. 



You salvation s secure with me... 
You can live the rest of your 

Life here on earth... 
Knowing your soul is finally 

Free 

Wings 

If I had wings and I could fiy 

I'd spread my wings and take to the sky. 

Soaring to the heaven up above 

Looking for an angel to be my true love. 

But up in the heavens she will not 

Be found for my sweet lil angel is 

Right here on the ground... 

I've searched the world over only to 

Find you're the one in my hear and on 

My mind. 

You're even in my dreams when I sleep 

" ? " baby, my love for you is yours 

To keep. 

So if one day my dreams should 

Come true 

I'd gladly give back my wings just 

To be with you... 



For All The Troubieil Youth 

I would like to extend my love and respect to you all, and please 
know you're cared about, and are always in my prayers. 

Some of you may have read a few of my pieces in the 
past, however this one is for you. ..This is Chris Grand, and 
I have been where you are, and have felt what you feel, see 
what you seen and I understand. I'm 29 years old and been 
in the system since 1985. ..from the hall's, to group homes, 
placements, camps, CYA - Fred C. Nellas Y.T.S. Paso De Robles. 
Now prison. 

I've been in prison for 11 years for (211's) I'm not proud 
of this, but a fact none the less. I've been in solitary for a 
combined 9 years, SHU (Security Housing Unit) from Pelican 
Bay SHU Tehachapi SHU Corcoran SHU you name it, I've seen 
it, you name it I've done it. From being a part of a prison gang, 
stabbing inmates, to being stabbed. No one is safe in prison, no 
one including you! 

You can be the shot caller one day and a knife in your guts 
the next. 

My whole life I was hard headed, and no one could tell me 
nothing. I had to learn everything the hard way. Twenty-six 
years later after being a part of the system, the life I have lived, 
have been wasted years. I hope and pray it don't take you that 
long to learn. Because honestly, who truly knows how much 
time we have left on this earth, or how many chances the judge 
will give you, before throwing away the key? You may think, 
no not me, but for a fact I know if you don't change your ways, 
your attitude towards life you will be on your way to prison or 
death, if you come to prison we got a spot for you... 

My friends I didn't change myself, I couldn't do it on my 
own, I tried for years doing things my way, my way don't work. 

I mean come on, I caught an extra 8 years in prison. Now I 
don't parole till 2020. I got 11 years in on 25 fiat, stretched. I 
got to do it all... for what cause I wanted to be respected by the 
homeboys, and be accepted, and be looked up to. 

I did this for them, but I couldn't do nothing for my mom, 
I didn't lover her enough to listen. I did my own thing and 
disrespected her and my whole family. 

But I come to prison and want to do things for people who 
truly don't even care about me. 

Pretty twisted huh? And you want to hear something 
crazier, the only ones that never left me, forsaken me, given up 
on me, were my family and God... 



In 2003 1 gave my life to God, quit the gang, politics, and 
focused on rebuilding my life, and building my relationship 
back with my family, the ones who I caused nothing but pain 
and tears to, and yeah, the ones who always loved me, and 
never lost hope in me. 

I didn't change me, God changed me, and I'm lucky cause 
I've seen people who deeply inside wanted to change, but didn't 
make it, God bless these souls. ..R.I.P. 

What a fake person I have been for so many years... You 
look at me, and go yah, he's a convict, he's covered in ink, 
but my friends, looks are deceiving, cause my heart belongs 
to God, and he saved my life, and he is why I am here today 
writing you. Cause my heart is full of love, are, and compassion 
and an understanding of what you're going through. 

I want you to know, your not alone, people care for you, 
though in times it may not seem that way. But truly who's to 
blame? Ourselves, cause we have a choice and you can change 
today, right now. And if you don't do it for yourself, do it for 
your family, cause they love you... 

And those without family, do it for yourself, you worth 
it, it's not over, you got a chance, take advantage of it right 
now. There's hope, hope in God, if he can change my life and 
change my malice, deceitful, full of anger and rage heart, he 
can change you. It won't happen over night, but day by day you 
will see changes. 

God's hope never disappoints. ..He loves you totally and 
completely. 

And though we have storms in life, it don't mean we have 
to be blown around by them. Stand strong, do what's right. 
Don't give in temptation, peer pressure, you be the example, 
you set the trend, you make the difference. Don't waste a 
moment doubting his commitment to you. He is on your side. 

If you don't get nothing out of what I have written, taken 
this. Even in prison, you have some one who cares, please 
change while you can. Prison isn't the place. You don't want 
to be a part of this world. I believe in you, your family believes 
in you and people do care. I know life is tough, and this world 
we live in is not a caring world. But think you can change that. 
You guys are the future. Your voice will be heard. Never give 
up, always believe, you can be the difference. Today is your 
chance... Until next time stay strong, stand tall, and know God 
loves you, he is waiting for your call. God Bless! 

With my sincere care. 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 



^I^I^^^ ™F?f^iL ^'J./,Li (/J. 



'^nn^TH^n n. HnL,BM^nn' 




Dear People At The Beat Within 

Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Jonathan 
C. Holeman. I started using drugs, willingly, in the mid- 
1980s, when I was seven or eight years old. I had been 
exposed to drugs as a toddler. As I grew older my drug use 
became worse. By the time I was thirteen years old I was 
heavily using LSD, Methamphetamines, and alcohol. The 
best thing that ever happened to me was my daughter's 
birth in 1996 when I was just sixteen years old. I tried to 
be a good father. The drugs I used caused me to fail, time 
and time again. 

My daughter was never exposed to drug usage. She is 
doing great now. I love her very much. She is in soccer, 
girl scouts, after school extra credit programs etc. Her 
mother and stepfather are a positive influence in her life. 
We have the best relationship possible considering the 
fact that I will never get out of jails and prisons again. 

In 2000, my daughter's mother and I separated 
permanently. I drank and used drugs all day, everyday. I 
went back and forth to jail. 

In 2002 on June 29th I was arrested, and have been 
fighting a death penalty case ever since. Even in jail 
I used, occasionally, for a while. I took psychological 
medications to help balance out my brain, which I had 
utterly destroyed. I was negative, and caught a few cases. 
I was a very hateful person. I've always been a lonely 
person. Alone I sit in my single man cell. I'm not allowed 
around anyone anymore. There is a good side to this 
story. 

I regret my past. I have been, and am very remorseful. 
We can't change our pasts, but we can better our futures. 
I have found peace, and I have been sober for quite some 
time now. I try to be the best influence on everyone I can. 
Some days are harder than others. I have goals, dreams, 
and hopes. I may never get out of prison again, but that 
is no reason to be a negative person. I live in a cage, but 
there's always a reason to go on. The clouds will give way 
to the sun. 



Love 



Love, love, 

A terrible thought to think. 

What's loved most brings nothing but pain. 

T'is December rising tears to boiling rain. 

Love, love 

Burning thy heart to char 

Pulverizing facts of never to see 

With her longing, only for me to be 

Love, love 

Wishing I were there 

Not alone she grows 

Yet of her father, at least she knows 

Love, love 

Towards the future 

Only I can hope 

Happiness for her, never flnds a downward slope 

Love, love 

A wonderful thought to think 

What's loved most can bring forth thy best 

And when I see her 

Thy mind, thy heart 

I'll flnally rest. 



Jonathan C. Holeman is writing u% from skn adult correctional 
institution in Rancho Cucamonga, Ca. He introduces himself with 
his letter/story and his initial poems for u% all. We so appreciate 
Jonathan's insight and honesty. He speaks volumes and we so feel him 
and are grateful for sharing. 



Why? 



Why live? Why love? Why lie? 
A summers shadow, without may die 
Yet under current, sweet insane 
Many criminals quite the same 
Why love? Why live? Why shy? 

As yee will, harm thee none 

What once was 'tis already done 

Many men, their past they shun 

Why live? Why love? Why cry? 

Ripened beauty may catch thine eye 

With overshadow, bright deranged 

Many women in free exchanged 

Why love? Why live? Why try? 

All in all, will all one day good bye 

Yet for now, enjoy thine air 

T'is many spaces from here to there 

Why live? Why love? Why vie? 

All are equal in ways, yet why? 

All is all, all is one, all is separate all is none 

Everything is all, all is always 

Even when all is done. 




///////#/////,/// ////#///,//////// 



^^^5aHI^JHOKIK//4#////// 



'fff7¥ s^nnHB^ ^ff.' 




Young Minded 



Youngstas game goody 

Blow doobees by the dozens 

Swear he hella hard 'cause he got shot wit' his cousin 

Survived the exchange just like 50 and game 

Taggin' up every wall, his hood, his nickname 

Block fame deranged, unhinged and suicidal 

Knowin' he won't survive the ride but still grabbin' the rifle 

And yellin' "Yee haw!" as he bust all from a motor cycle 

American tale like Fiefel, violence is five fold 

Waste of life piss me off 

My mood get all crappy 

Super slap happy, back hand yo' grand pappy 

In fact, G 

I gotta wonder 

If it's simply self loathing contained on the slunda 

Feel hells soft for leaving the block 

Fully awake my gate would been tied to a glock 

My mind know. 

You're only remembered as long as the paint stay fresh 

Go hard to the paint for the set 

Pay fo' respect. 

Wit' yo' life, now an RIP tag in paint is all you will get 

Watch as it fades, gets sprayed over 

It's game ova' 

Fo' sideways soldiers stocked wit' bunk orders 

Or hit the pen and all you spit is ign'ance 

Give you pen and paper and all you writ's intelligence 

Mouf piece speak faster than yo' brain can handle 

Quick to get in trouble 

Yo' new booty click I could dismantle 

Ask OG's squeezed. 

Wit' life sentences each 

What it takes to last and how many they know done died on 

the streets 

three out of ten is long odds 

Like bettin' on a one armed boxer who south pawed and 

glass jawed 

But that's how many survive hardcore thug life 

And two of those three gonna see what the pen's like 

'Cause prideful hardheads are brain food fo' the katahs 

I suggest you game up, change up, rearrange yo' whole 

make up 

This life is nothing' nice, and neither is dying 

And although all can't fly high. 

What's to stop you from tryin'? 



Ray Sanchez Jr. isn't a stranger to The Beat Within. He is currently 
iociced down in Pleasant Valley State Prison in Coalinga, CA. Ray 
Sanchez has been a writer for the Beat Within for a number of years 
now, and he always-always brings good writing for all you readers. 



Demnnstratinn 



I could demonstrate an incredible patience 

Pride is inedible in a cellblock, waitin' 

Shake ninjas like pits, like velvet fits 

Have yo' chick crushed smooth, fiendin fo' this 

I could demonstrate the ways of a heater, 

Show you why the modifier's nicknamed the repeater, 

With one in the chamber to blackjack you dummies 

Like a bowl full of glass, I crack back wit' money 

Empty out yo' Ave, have your whole fam' hungry 

Ninja, do the math, I could drought yo' behind 

Have you slangin' pizzo scrapings, recycled glass 

It's time to face facts boy, look in my eyes 

They're similar to a snakes, or like when you throw 

them dice 

You could throw away your life when you throw them 

vogues 

On the wrong street making right turns, 

Catch a strap to the dome 

I could demonstrate a true sav's attitude 

At a dude with a loog if he makin' a wrong move 

The wrong color, wrong crew, 

Or just wearin' the wrong shoes 

On the wrong side of the track could get you done real 

wrong dude 

I don't look forward to doing life, to never going home 

But screw it, I'll embrace the life and ride 'til I'm gone 

Livin' it fast 

Compressing months into weeks, weeks on a tweek 

Seek to enjoy all I can, spending nights with a freak 

Livin' off memories of life on the streets 
Since they strip me to state issue, they're all that I'll 

keep 

It's what keeps me warm, what keeps my hope alive 

I wish I was ignant as youngstas 

While youngstas wish they was gamed as I 



'TXMaTH¥ /P^nOBLiLi' 



Judgment Seat 

Today my heart is heavy, and I'm feeling blue 
Because instead of judging myself, I've been judging you 


Timothy Randell is writing u% from the CYA (California Youth ^H 
Authority) in Chino Hills, CA. He wants to share with u% his ^ 

through his God and judgement. 


I'm always criticizing you and thinking you're up to no good 

And I'm constantly telling others, you don't act like a 

Christian should 

No matter what you do, I can always find something wrong 

From the way you teach or the way you sing that song 

The other day when you was upset,, you may not have 

thought I heard 

When you expressed the way you felt, you used some very 

harsh words 

And I saw what you did today, still you'll stand up in church 

and shout 

I want to get up out of my seat, yell throw that hypocrite out 

When you begin to speak, I just hang my head and sigh 

Wondering how you can stand up in church and boldly tell a lie 

That's why when I come to church, I sit quietly in the pew 

'Cause I don't want to be labeled a hypocrite like you 

And even though sometimes, I may occasionally sin 


When I compare myself to you, I'm truly the better Christian 

Now you know why my heart is heavy, and the reason I'm 

feeling blue 

God's word revealed that I was doing, what a Christian ought 

to never do 

You see I failed to first remove, the plank from my own eye 

And when I compare myself to you, the bible says it's unwise 

The bible also exhorts us, to be patient with all 

To love and help one another, when we stumble or fall 

So why do I judge my brother, and show him contempt 

Is it because I feel in my heart, that I am better than him 

Matthew 7 verses 1-5, surely enlighten me 

For the measure I use to judge my brother, the same will be 

used to judge me 

If you have this judging problem, I pray that we get it right 

For know we all will one day stand, before the judgment seat 

of Christ. 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 



^j/^ywj Eimmm^mu r - #/ ///// 



'LfUXS F-.' 




Hey Beat! 



What's up Beat? What it do? This that homeboy Conejo 
from the streets of Decoto coming at you from Yerington, 
Nevada, Rite of Passage. I'm about to lace you all on the 
real deal that goes on in this so-called program. 

When I first touched down in mid- July 2005, I didn't 
think much about the program. You step into the program 
is lOT intake orientation treatment. This shhhh is straight 
up military. 

Your first three days, your shadowed, meaning an 
other inmate like yourself gets you ready for your days. 
Everyday is the same routine. Wake up: 5:00. CVC workout. 
Numerous Exercises and numerous laps. Easy? Shhhhh. 
That's what you think. Then you go to chow, "we" get five- 
minutes to eat. The longer your in line the shorter time you 
got to eat. 

Then we go back to the unit and do major clean up. 
Clean "everything" . Then we go to sport conditioning. Either 
basketball or wrestling. Another workout. Then we go to 
school for an hour. After, we go to lunch eat and then run 
3 miles. After that, school for 2 hours. Then we do another 
exercise, an 18/20. 18 exercises, 20 times. Something 
crucial. After that we sit in a circle, and we do guided group 
meetings. This is boring out of pocket. This is where people 
start snitching. Then we go to dinner. After that is shower 
program. Then lights out. 



Luis F. writes from a CYA alternative in Yerington, Nevada and 
gives up some insight on his life iociced up in the Rites of Passage 
program. If y'all don't ^NSknnsk go there or are going there, listen to 
what he's saying. 



We do this everyday, see, the program is out to brain 
wash you with this B.S. for everyday you do good you earn 
3 credits. You must earn 130 before you get out of lOT. It's 
ran by a strike method. If your not doing what is asked, 
you get striked. After being struck out, you go to concerns. 
You work out harder, and you workout in the hand. Once 
you go non-compliant, they restrain you. Line movements 
you walk tall, hands tight to your sides. Military. When you 
turn you must pivot with your outside foot. If you lock it up 
you'll do cool. 

Once you earned all you credits, you out to mainstream. 
That's when you start your time. lOT is dead time. It don't 
count. Mainstream is kickback. 

I've been here for a few plus weeks. It's different. Instead 
of doing 3 to 4 exercises, we only do 1. We go to school 
all day and kick it. At night we either go to our chosen 
sport or our career (vocational). Things are easier and less 
stressful. This program is a trip. It's coo' when it wants to 
be. I've had my ups and many downs, but I've maintained. 
I'm still Conejo but doing things smarter or what not. I'm 
sitting taller/bigger and hope more knowledge with the few 
I've chosen. With much love y respecto. Alratos 




Once If 01^ earmd all ifoi^ credits, 
ifOM oMt to mainstream. That's 
when ifOM start tfo^r time, lOTIs 
dead time. It don't comt, j 



'SAfn/<B¥' 



The Last Letter 



Smokey writes u% from Duel Vocational Institution in T^acy, 
California. He wants to share with u% a few poems. Both his poems 

I up to how 
he's feeling. 



This is the last letter you'll be receiving 
Because you have chosen to be so deceiving 

If you think you hurt me it's sad but true 

But the funny thing is I really don't need you 

Just think I was going to make you my wife 

To be with you for the rest of my life 

But I was saved from making that big mistake 

By not marrying a fraud, a phony, a fake. 

But I hope you're happy and find s new love. 

One you're probably unworthy of 

I wish I could warn the next for his sake 

He's falling in love with a vicious snake 

But I was the fool and I'll take the blame 

For getting caught up in your silly games 

Someday someone will change things around 

And you'll be the fool the one that gets clowned 

There is one more thing I think I should say 

And I hope you don't take it the wrong way 

If I was a millionaire, stone filthy rich 

I wouldn't pay a dime to get you back b! 



Doing Time 



Doing time is shooting of kites 

And waiting for letters that nobody writes 

It's waiting for visits that never take place 

From so called friends and family who forgotten your face 

It's wondering how time could move so slow 

With prayers that were never answered, but there 

answers were no.. 

It's depending on people who you thought were your 

friends 

While waiting for money that nobody sends 

It's sitting around with nothing to do 

Except find out who's really who ... 

It's learning that hearts are made out of stone 

And realizing now that I'm on my own 

But I'll do my time with my head held high 

And I'll keep my pride until the day that I die 

The day will come again when I am free 

So forget the world it's all about me! 



///////#/////,/// ////#///, ////// // 



^I^I^^^^^ ^Wii/j^'^JJJ IJJ. 



'MTHH^XL, Mf7ffHHf7SBi^' 




For Your loforoiatioo 



Man is mystery. Life is a mystery. As I look around my unit, 
at the men with whom I share my life, I know some of them 
well enough to see the vast expanse of existence behind their 
prison numbers and crimes of commitment. This seeing 
people as people is something I'm learning to do - - one of 
the basics of a Christian worldview. In the past, people were 
limited to what they could or could not do for me, but didn't 
have any value in themselves. My outlook is a big part of why 
I'm now serving life in prison. 

Eleven years ago, I was on my way to deliver some dope. 
There was a man on the side of the road fixing his Mercedes, 
and I decided to rob him. This poor soul panicked, and in 
the course of things killed him. He was an innocent man, 
who was simply minding his business before I ruthlessly 
and senselessly ended his short life. I wasn't a man - - 1 was 
a cowardly beast who executed an unarmed man and then 
laughed about it. In fact, I didn't see a MAN in front of me; he 
was on obstacle, an object from whom I tried to extract some 
money - - the person did not mean anything to me. 

I didn't stop to consider his family, the possibility of 
children, and the million other factors which I should have 
considered before I snuffed him out. Again, it was only 
afterwards that I discovered WHO he was, that he had a 
family that loved him, that against many odds (including a 
learning disability) he was going to graduate form Columbia 
University, and that his future was still ahead... at the time 
none of that mattered, and I would be years before I'd learn 
to think outside of myself. 

It serves me right to be in prison for life - - and not just 
because I violated someone's right to "life, liberty, and the 
pursuit of happiness". It serves me right to be here because I 
have proven myself unworthy of this country's freedoms and 
incapable of living as a law-abiding citizen. My family brought 
me to America from the Soviet Union at the age of ten to have 
a better life, not to take life, and so I've disqualified myself 
from the free world. 

At least on this side of the fence I've found repentance, 
and am now able to live out that repentance by learning the 
basics I didn't understand in the free world. On the one hand, 
I'm unable to undo what I've done; on the other hand, God 
has allowed me to undo myself, and to learn to see the people 
around me as men made in the image of their Maker, as those 
from whom Christ died, and whom I'm commanded to love. 
And that's worth a life sentence... 



Mikhail Marichasev is bade in full effect. WE heard he called our 
office today. Darn, we wish we did not miss that phone call. WE 
cannot thank him enough for reaching out to u% and to all Beat 
readers, his wisdom and heart mean plenty to u% here at The Beat 
Within. Mikahil writes us from Corcoran State Prison in Corcoran, CA. 



At least OH this side of the fence 
I've fomd repeMtance, and am mw 
ahle to live out that repentaHce hif 
learning the haslcs... a 



Ufltitled 



Some will do anything for attention 

Can't live with themselves and be at ease 

People lose their minds in another dimension, 

Gripped by an almost incurable disease. 

A pound of cure is an ounce of prevention 

But with God Fm given a new start: 

What before I feared to mention 
I had to face within my heart. 



Untitled 



The crown of creation, 

Mystery unsearchable 

Inexplicable. 

Destined for elation 

Yet often unapproachable 

Despicable 

Of beauty reflection 

The image of truth, 

Made with great care 

Beyond the scientific reach 

Destined eternity to share — 

Eternity that none can breach. 



'TBffffBnnB a, huhtb^' 



'HUffT nBWTL,' 



Terrence D. Hunter writes u% from Selma, Alabama, and wants to 
share with you information about life in general. We hope to hear 
more from Terrence down the road. 



Kurt Newil writes u% from a correctional facility in Waymart, PA. He 
share a poem with all the readers out there. Listen to his powerful 
words on home. 



Your Life 



Sometimes the roads we travel seem not to be going straight 

They always have curves and turns, but as you travel this 

Road, you always wonder why others can travel this 

same road 

Without any problems, but you can't, because you 

always have 

Problems, the problem is ... "Your life has to be changed".... 

You don't know how to make a turn, when the situation 

Comes your way. By means, turn away from your old self 

But instead we just keep going around the curves 
Ending back in the same place where the problem started 

In "your life." instead of taken time to think about 

What's wrong in "your life" to turn from your old ways 

The next time you do travel this road, think before you 

Take the curve, stop and turn, because the turn that you 

Make, is the right turn to change "your life"... 



My Way Home 



Relentless pursuit if perfection 

Seeking correction and resurrection 

Tomorrow not neglected 

Today protected 

Yesterday a reminder 

I'll find my way home 

Though now in the midst of turmoil 

Too much to let it spoil 

So keep it pure and simple 

They say if the place is here 

Then the time is now 

But I have sweet dreams of a brighter tomorrow 



It serves me right to he In prison for life - - and not 
Just because I violated someone 's right to "life, llh- 
erttf, and the pursuit of happiness ", It serves me 
right to he here hecause I have proven mifself un- 
worthy of this country's freedoms andlncapahle of 
living as a law-ahldlng citizen, Mtf famlltf hrought me 
to America from the Soviet l4nlon at the age of ten 
to have a hetter life, not to take life, and so I've 
disqualified myself from the free world, 

read the rest of MiKhal Markhasev's 3W0 piece on page 65 




